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ADVERTISEMENT. 



In attempting a Version of the Odes 
of Anacreon, the Author has been chiefly 
guided by a wish to give the sense of the 
sweetest of Lyric Bards, in chaste and 
harmonious language. In this age of 
refinettietit and sensitive feeling, the 
greatest delicacy of touch is requisite, to 
avoid that colouring which may have the 
least tendency to coarseness and inele^ 



IV ADVERTISEMENT. 

gance ; while the tints must be of the 
purest hue, and glowingly impart the 
warm vividness of the primitive text. 

At an early period of the world, a 
considerable degree of polish had taken 
place amongst the higheV ranks in 
Greece. Anacreon, after emigrating,, 
or rather being ^nven from his native 
Lslci of Teps, spent several years in 
Samos, at the court of Polycrates, where 
refinement, elegance, and luxury pre- 
dominated. He is supposed to have 
written, and on some occasions sung to 

■ 

the lyre, many of his Odes, at the court 



ADVERTISEMENT. V 

of Samos. Throughout the whole of 
his compositions runs a pleasing sweet- 
ness and simplicity, — an unaffected ele- 
gance^— ^ graceful ease. 

To divert the mind from dwelling 
too intensely upon a domestic affliction, 
was the cause of the author having 
turned his attention to the fascinating 
charms of the lyric Muse. How far he 
may have succeeded in giving grace and 
effect to the beautiful effusions of the 
Teian Bard, in the English language, 
must be left to the decision of a candid, 
a learned, and an enlightened public. 



VI ADVERTISEMENT. 

Where he may be thought para- 
phrastic, he trusts he has not deterio- 
rated in any excessive degree ; his prin- 
cipal object having been, to give to the 
poetry as much as he could of the happy 
hilarity, the delicate wit, and the fine 
flow of the Original. 

Tynemouth, Northumberland, 
Feb. 20, 1824. 



ERRATA. 



Page 48, line 2 ftom the bottom, /or "not," read *' nought. 
149, . . 3, /or " swains," read " swain." 
154, . . 6,/or " When,'* read " WhUe. 
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ODE I. 



ON HIS LYRE. 

I WISH to sing of Atrens* race, 
Of ancient Cadmus, the renown*d ; 

But tender struns the strings embrace. 
The Lyre love-notes will only soand. 

Then, lately, I the Harp new strung. 
And sought the golden chords to prove ; 

Alcides* toils indeed I sang, — 

Still, still the Lyre resounded Love. 

9 
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Heroes^ farewel ! my future strains 
Attuned must be to am*rou8 Are 3 

From songs of arms my Harp refrains^ — 
Love^ Love alone^ breathes through the Lyre. 



ON WOMEN. 



ODE 11. 



ON WOMEN. 

Nature to bulls hath given horns^ 
The horse the circling hoof adorns ; 
Fleetness of foot she gave the hare ; 
To lions^ teethj and eyes that glare ; 
To iish ordained the liquid seas ; 
Birds wing the firmament at ease. 
Courage she gave t* imperial man $ — 
What then^ throughout her mighty plan« 
For Women had she left to give ? 
Why^ Beauty !— it will more achieve 

b2 



ODES OF ANACREON. 

Than shields, than spears, or swords, or (ires. 
Or all the arms which man requires : 
At Beauty's shrine resistance flies } 
She aU subdues beneath the skies. 






ON CUPID. 



ODE III. 



ON CUPID. 



*r^^ 



V WAS at the silent midnight hour, 
Wheo, yielding to Bootes* power. 
The greater bear, slow-moving, turns 
And wheels where bright Arcturus boms ;— 
The tribes of men in balmy sleep 
Indulge, while soft the night*winds sweep 5 
In sweet forgetfulness they share 
Cessation bland from mortal care : 
Then Cupid, unexpected, came. 
And, knocking, shook the very frame 
And fast'nings of my outward gate. 
'' Who 's there V* I cried in flurried state 3 



6 OD£S OF ANACREON. 

" Your thunderings banish all my dreams. 
My soft repose, my blissful schemes/* 



" Opeu,*' a plaintive voice replies, 
'' I am a child j the moonless skies 
Are charged with rain, — fear not, — I *m wet,— 
Have lost my way ; and, thus beset, 
I boldly knock'd at your retreat.** 



The words with pity moved my mind ; 
My lamp its flame had just resign'd ; 
But instantly I it renew*d, 
Unbarr*d my gate,— when straight I view'd 
A little, lovely, blooming child. 
Of aspect heavenly— sweet and mild : 
A bow he bore and quiver bright. 



ON CUPID. 

And from hi< thovlders sprang to sight 
Two beauteoas wings of snowy winter 

Near my warm hearth the boy I placed. 
Compassion all my sool embraced j 
My palms chafed both his little hands | 
(My warmth a kindred heat commands;) 
I then the rain-drops from his hair 
Wrong gently out, and did prepare 
To cherish him with further aid; 
But straight the smiling urchin said, 
(Now freed from cold, he felta glow>) 
'* Come, let us try this flexile bow : 
llie string, once moist, may damaged be. 
Or injured in a high degree ; 
Therefore, the bow I *ll bend, and see.** 
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He bends it then, and-near my heart 
Transfixed a fiery^ winged dart 5 
As with a gad-fly stung, I bound 
And writhe with agonizing wonnd ! 
Up leap'd the loudly-laughing boy> 
His wings expanding too with joy, 
'^ Congratulate me, host,** said he, 
" Unhurt indeed my bow, I see ;*' 
Then, titt*ring in exulting strain, 
'* But thou shalt feel heart*gnawing pain. 
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ON HIMSELF. 9 



ODE IV. 



ON HrMSELF. 

On lotus flowers and myrtles green i 
I lie volnptuonsly serene ; 
And now I m wishful to caronse, 
T* inhale the grape's ddicioas juice : 
Let Love then bring the cap divine, 
The foaming bowl of gen'rous wine ', 
His tunic with papyrus tied 
Round his fair neck in graceful pride. 



For life rolls on with swiftest course^ 
With chariot-wheels* careering force ) 
And soon a little dust shall be 
Our bones, hid in obscurity. 
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Avails it aught our monument 
Of Parian marble high to scent ; 
T* anoint with oils of rich perfume^ 
Or scatter roses o'er our tomb ? 
To pour libationsj O how vain. 
On sordid earth ;— -refrain^ refrain ! 
Perfume me rather while I live. 
And ample store of roses give ; 
With roses crown my wavy tresses, — 
Invite the maid of bland caresses. 



O Love ! before I thither go 
To revel in the bow'rs below. 
Let me on earth first dissipate 
My cares $ then, yielding, bow to Fate. 



ON TUfi ROSE, 11 



ODE V. 



ON THE ROSE. 

Thb Ho8e> the beauteoas flower of love. 
Our high esteem for it we prove. 
Blending its leaves with Bacchus' wine>-^ 
Ambrosia] 8prinUiiigs> gems divine : 
Our temples wreath'd with Roses gay. 
We jovial drink and laugh the day. 
And festive court to Bacchus pay. 

O Rose, thou most exoelliBg flower. 
Conceived in Nature's happiest hour ! 
O Rose, thou nursling of the Spring ! 
O Rose, thy od'rous foldings fling 
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Sweets, which delight th' immortal gods. 
Scents, which perfume the blest abodes. 



The Cytherean boy intwines. 
With beaoteous rose^-buds he combines 
His golden ringlets, waving 8weet> 
When with his little nimble feet 
He joins the lovely, laughing graces. 
And skims with them the mazy paces. 



With rosy wreaths my brows adorn. 
Resplendent, bloshing as the mom : 
Near Bacchus* shrine I *il strike the lyre. 
Some maid, full-bosom' d, *t will inspire 
The light-wing'd danoe with me to bound. 
Now I 'm with rosy chaplets crown*d. 



ON FESTIVITY. IS 



ODE VL 



ON FESTIVITY. 

Gailt laughing, freely drinking^ 
Having rosy chaplets bound 

Round our temples,— void of thinking/ 
We indulge in bowls profound. 



Let the neatly-anUed maid 
Th' ivy-wreathed Tbyrsus bear 

Rustling,— *for the dance array*d,-^ 
Swimming to the lute*s soft air. 

A blooming youth with flowing hair. 
His lips sweet breathing as he sings. 



n 
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Pours forth a choral, melting air^ 
Reverberating thriHigfa the strii^. 



Again the lyre responsive breathings 
Am'rous notes around it flings ; 

Then, his golden tresses waving, 
Cupid, young Lyseus brings. 

Venus, too, comes, gaily laughing, — 
Beauty's queen floats in the ring ; 

Age delighted, revels, quaffing. 
Joyous, feels a second spring. 



ON CUPID. 15 



ODE VII. 



ON CUPID. 

TffE little subtle god one day 
Walk'd limpingly the verdant way, 
With hyacinthine wand he strove^ 
Commanding me with him to rore. 
To run through thickets^ glens^ and woods. 
Where streamlets swell to torrent-floods. 
A water-serpent stung me deep. 
And made my frame with anguish creep; 
My heart ascending, stopped my breath. 
And I was nearly clasp'd in death. 
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When Cupid turn*d, and with his pinions 
Most softly beat the air*s dominions 3 
And, soothing, fann*d my forehead, so 
That life return'd with gentle glow 3 
Then cried, as ceased his wings to move, 
" Thou canst not bear the pangs of love;** 



ON HIS DRBAM. 1 



ODE VIII. 

ON HIS DREAM. 

One night on purple carpets sleeping. 
Regardless of the orient peeping, 
Exhilarated with the flow, 
Th' inspiring grape's etherial glow -, 
In Bacchus* bliss supinely laid. 
Sweet Somnus* visions round me play*d. 
On tip-toe, swift as lightning's glare, 
I seem'd to chase the flying fair ; 
On swiftest wing they sportive flew. 
Aerial speed myself had too. 



Lyseus' soft companions then. 
Youths blooming, rising into men, 

c 
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With gibing words much taunted me. 
Because the Nymphs smiFd graciously. 



Desiring now t* obtain a kiss 
From lips bedew'd with nectar-bliss, — 
As thrilling joy the heart possesses. 
And just within their soft caresses, 
Awak*d,— -when silken sleep took wing, 
Nor could I soothing slumber bring 
To steal soft o'er my frame once more. 
And the bright phantoms back restore. 



ON A DOVE* 19 



ODE IX. 

ON A DOVE. 

O cHABMiNo DoTe ! wheiioe,-*-«-wheiice do you 
So swiftly fly through th' fether bine? 
Sablimely> whenoe^-^on silver pinions 
Speed yoa through nature's sweet dominions ? 
Perfiimes distilling through the sky> 
Breathing of odours as you fly* 
Your master, lovely shining Dove, 
Declare, — and whence in haste you rove,««- 
Your neck-plumes glancing as you move ! 



'' Anacreon> warm*d with frieudship's ray, 
Sent me to greet, without delay, 

c2 
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Bathyllu8> of each heart possess'd. 
The lord of ev'ry gen'roas breast. 



" Fair Venus> from the heavenly bowers^ 
TranBcendent queen of beauty's powers^ 
T' Anacreon sold me for a hymn>— 
Celestial descant^ sung by him. 



** I serve ^nacreon, and I bear 
On plumy wing> through th* ambient air. 
His letters, cautiously, you see. 
For which he promis*d graciously 
T* emancipate, — ^to make me free. 
But, happy. Oh, I will remain 
His Dove, for he does me sustain ', 
E'en though dismissed, I will not roam. 
Nor seek another shelt'ring home : 



ON A DOVE. SI 



For, wherefore, restless, should I fly 
0*er mountains, fields, through th* humid sky. 
Or perch on trees, in chilly air. 
Or feed on haggard, rustic fare ? 



'' I live at ease, nor bread demand, 
1 snatch it from my master's hand ; 
He gives me genial wine to sip, 
First tasted by his rubied lip. 
And having drank, perchance i play. 
Should he resound the choral lay ; 
Then shade my master with my wings. 
When mute remain th' harmonious strings. 
Or sleep myself, perch'd on the lyre, — 
Satiate of joys,— 'Uor more desire. 
Begone, O Man ! nor further know,*-* 
Tve blabb*d out all, — just like a crow.*' 
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ODE X. 

ON A WAXEN CUPID. 

A WAXBN Cupid, beauteous, rare, 
A certain youth with rustic air 
Expos'd for sale : — charmed with the mould, 
I ask*d at what such statues sold, 
r th* Doric dialect, the youth. 
His manner vouching for the truth. 
Straight answer* d me, '* Here, take him. Sir, 
For what you will 3 for, I aver. 
Wax images I do not make. 
Nor of insatiate love partake } 
But longer choose I not to dwell 
Where love's hot passions rage and swell." 



ON A WAXEN CUPID. 2S 

Then for a drachma^ he is mine 3 — 
How beanteons 'bove my conch he '11 shine ! 



But^ god of Love ! do thou me fire,— - 
Me instantly, with soft desire ; 
Else, melt in flame ! — my glowing soul. 
Impatient, barns beyond control. 
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ODE XL 

ON HIMSELF. 

The arch-eyed fair ones in their bloom , 
Breathing of sweets, and youth's perfome. 
Exclaim, why now, Anacreon, 
Lo, thou art bald, — thy locks are gone ; — 
111' observing mirror, pray now take, — 
Thy silver locks, thy brows forsake ! 

Indeed, as to these locks of snow. 
If there they softly wave, or no. 
Concerns nbt me -, but this I hold, — 
The first of precepts here unfold, — 
'Tis more becoming age to make 
Still merry, and of sports partake. 
By how much more approaches near 
Our fate, which shuts up life's career. 



ON A SWALLOW. 2S 



ODE XII. 

ON A SWALLOW. 

Swallow^ thon twitt'nDg bird of mom^ 
When glowing streaks the east adom> 
What shall I do> — ^what>*-bird> to thee ? 
Whose notes respect not sleep, nor me. 

Thee> seizing, shall I clip thy pinions ? 
Yet, thou art one of nature's minions ! 
Light skimm*st thou through th* aerial way ; 
Shall I thee stop, art willing, say ? 
Or rather shall I crop thy tongue 
(Which, twittVing, is so loosely hung) 
As Tereus did to thee of old ; 
Or, must I, sable bird, thee scold ? 



^ ODBB OF AMACRBON. 

Ah^ why didst thoa disturb my dream. 
And snatch th' enchantment, when supreme 
FeUcity, companion sweet. 
Made ev'ry joy and wish replete ? 
Thy morning notes th* illusion scar'd. 
The pleasing vision disappear'd. 



ON HlUSlthF. 27 



ODE XIIL 



ON HIMSELF. 

SoMB say that Attis^ quite estranged. 
The Phrygian moantains madly ranged ; 
He, on the beauteous Cyb*le calling. 
Made rocks re-echo sounds appalling. 



Some quaffing the prophetic stream 
Of laurel-bearing Phcebus, seem 
As struck with madness, and are fired 
With rage, — ^near Claros* banks acquired ; 
And being n^ad, vociferate 
Aloud, — in furious, frenzied state ! 
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But I with Bacchus' g^n*rou8 streams 
High saturated, and with gleams 
Which glance from Beauty's magic eyes> 
While aromatic odours rise. 
Desire, desire stark mad to be 
In Pleasure's round of jollity! 



ON cupii>« 29 



ODE XIV. 



ON CUPID. 



I WILL, I will then, fans in.love! 
I promise^ — but regardless rove. 



With blandishments, most courteously 
Cupid enticed, — ^persuaded me 
To love. I, thoughtless-minded turn'd, — 
He, not prevailing, at me spurn'd. 

To arms the god indignant flew. 
With bow and golden quiver too; 
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Breathing of war^ march*d to the field^^- 
To battle call'd me, — or to yield. 

A corselet now my shoulders wear, 
Achiiles-iike, I *ve shield and spear ; 
Then strode in armour to the fight. 
Shining in arms, — all beamy bright : 
There Love appeared in dauntless might. 

His arrows straightway at me flew, 
Whizzing they pass'd, as I withdrew 
And shunn'd his aim. Love angry grew ! 



His well tipp*d arrows being spent. 
Instead of darts, himself he sent 
Eye-twinkling quick right through my heart. 
Unnerving Nature's noblest part ! 



ON C0PID. 81 



External shield cannot protect> 
Nor panoply^ though richly decked; 
Useless are all defensive mails> 
Within — ^the conflict me assails ! 
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ODE XV. 

ON HIMSELF. 

The wealth of Gyges, Sardis* king^ 
I heedless view; its lures ne'er bring 
To me delight> — nor captivate: 
The charms of wealth let princes state. 
I view not gold with jealous eye, 
Nor envy kings their shining joy 

T is my concern, with odours rare. 
With rich perfumes, t' anoint my hair. 
And touch my beard with moisture sweet, 
And vnreathe a flow*ry garland neat 
To crown my head; — there roses shine, — 
Emit their fragrance half divine. 
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Let me to-day in pleasure spend. 
For who can count to-morrow*s end? 



Serenely calm, then, let me drink; 
The bowl still makes me promptly think. 
And throw the dice with careless ease,—* 
And pour libations,— niby seas 
To Bacchus, god of viny bliss, 
(AU, all the charms of wine are his). 
Lest Ml disease display her wing. 
Make mute the lyre's harmonious string. 
And say, you must not freely Hve, 
Nor the enchanting cup receive. 
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ODE XVI. 

ON HIMSELF. 

To Theban wars you tane the string. 
Of Phrygian conflicts he will sing; 
Bat If my own captivities, — 
I wake the choral shell to these. 



Nor horse, nor foot, have me o'erthrown. 
Nor naval ranqoishment I own; — . 
An army that in ambnsh lies. 
Strange, powerful forces me surprise,-— 
The shafts which dart from Beauty's eyes ! 
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ODE XVII. 

ON A SILVER BOWL. 

O Vulcan ! grave the silver so 
That future times thy art may know -, 
But suit of armour form not thou> — 
With battles what have I to do ? 



A splendid bowlj capacious, make ; 
Let it of vasty depth partake> — 
A bowl profound* for Bacchus* ^ake. 



Upon the shining surface trace 
No constellation) nor there place 

d2 
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Th* eternal pole*8 celestial wain ; 
Nor there let fierce Orion reign. 
Rising in terror o*er the main. 
E*en with the twinkling Pleiades, 
Whose aspects sweet the nations please. 
With them, O what have I to do? 
To their appointed times still tme : 
Or what with cold Bootes star. 
Shedding his silver beams afar. 



Rich vines and clnsters stretdi me there ; 
Fall, Inscions grapes, distilling rare 
Ambrosial juice. In gold intwine 
Love and Bathyllns ; them conibine 
With rosy BacdraB;-**let the three 
The wine-press tread in harmony. 
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ODE XVIIL 



ON THE SAME. 



Spring's pleaBa&t cap, witiiottt reserve, 
O admirable artist, carve. 



The bloomy season first call forth 
Which gives the fra|$raitt roee her birth ; 
Bid fancy flow with soft designjF— 
Adom*d,— -my goblet then wiU shiac': 
The ^Iver spread withoat control ; 
Make me an ample, charming bowl. 

Engrave tliero^n no foreign rite. 
No shocking story to affright. 
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No sacrifices to appal ; 

But happy scenery bacchanal : 

Lyaens, son of Jove divine, 

Evius, mystic priest of wine. 

Depict soft Venus, beauty*s queen. 

In roseate light let her be seen ; 

Venus her witchery providing, 

0*er hymeneal rites presiding f 

Young Love, unarmed, O heavenly view, — 

Portray the laughing Graces too. 

Under the broad-leaved, shady vine. 

Where clusters through the foliage shine ; 

Luxuriant clusters, swelling high, 

Concealing from bright Phoebus* eye 

The lovely youths who join the Graces, 

And sportive move in mystic paces. 



THAT WE OUOHT TO DEINK. SB 



ODE XIX. 

THAT WE OUGHT TO DRINK. 

The black earth drinks^ — the trees drink it; — 
Absorption seems to all things fit: 
The sea imbibes the vievdess breeie> ' 
The sjBn inhales the liquid seas }-— 
When Sol's diurnal conrse is done. 
The moon absorbs the golden snn. 



O why> companions ! why do yon 
Contend with me, when I pursue 
My bent of mind, and freely swill ? 
1 only Nature's laws fiilftl. 
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, ODE XX. 

ON A GIRL. 

A STATUS by the Phrygian flood. 
Once Tantalus' fair daughter 8tood>— *> 
Soft Mob'f.on the rocky moimtaiBs, 
With tears angm^ted Phrygia's loantains. 

Ptodion's child* sweet. Ptaogne, momn'd. 
And flew,— a sable swallow turned* 



Biit> nymph, I would a mirror be. 
That you might always smile on me. 
I wculd, transform^ into a vest. 
Embrace your love-enticing breast : 



^mmmmuagm^^ammm&mm 
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lliat I your person might surroand. 
The liquid stream I would be found. 
In which your limbs divine might lave> 
1, the abluting, ambient wave. 
Unguents, O Lady, I would lore. 
In odours nnuid your finuM of Jove : 
The azure zone yoor bosom dosiog; 
Or pearl upon your neck r^^iag. 

I would a humble sandal be» 
(So sunk in lo¥e*s felicity,) 
That your neat fiM>t might press on me. 
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ODE XXL 

ON HIMSELF. 

Give me, O give rae> lovely Mr, 
Of Bacchus' ruby stream to share> 
To drink most copiously the wine 
Distill'd from heaven's inspiring vine. 



Now noon's exhaasting> sultry heats. 
Me, panting, drive to cool retreats; 
Secluded there, my languid powers 
Revive> as fly the fervid hours. 

Give me fresh roses,— garlands fur, — 
My forehead scorches those I wear ; 



ON HIMSBLF. 48 

Nor bear they now their lovely hoes^ 
llieir morning tints, their nectar dews* 



But what, O heart ! what cooling stream 
Shall I, now burning, place between 
Thee and vehement rag^ngs dire,— 
Thee, and the ardour of lovers fire } 
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ODE XXIL 



TO BATHYLLUS. 

Sit, O BathyHns, iniliit sliade! 
The tree is beaiitilid>-*-amy*d 
In summer's softest foliage sweet. 
In nature's blandishments replete ; 
While on the pliant branch, as tresses. 
Its tender leaves the air caresses,— 
Serenity the sool possesses. 

A cooling fountain rolling near. 
In liquid accents greets the ear, — 



TO BATHYLLVS. 45 



Persuasive^ it proyokes our stay> 
While bums without the golden ray. 

Delightful to the ear and eye, — 
Retreat like this who can pass by ? 
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ODE XXIIL 

ON GOLD. 

If store of gold oonld lengthen days. 
Prolong to mortals life's sweet blaze, 
I would persist in guarding treasure. 
And hoard it up in boundless measure ; 
That, should death come, our dreaded foe. 
He might take something, — ^pause,— and go 
But since to mortals *t is not given 
To purchase days ordain*d by Heaven, 
Why then do I now raise the sigh ? 
Why lamentably, vainly cry? 
If death 's decreed by powerful Fate, 
Will gold avail me, — make him wait ? 
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Ah, no ! — Then be it mine to swim 
In wine-bowls waving o*er the brim. 
To share with friends snch sacrifices. 
That antamn*8 vintage scarce suffices. 



ConviviaUy,— -with joys repletei— - 
Soffused with wine and converse sweet. 
Soft on the downy cotfch I lie, 
And Venas from her pnrple sky. 
Beaming in Beauty's magic pow'rs. 
Invite, to crown my dulcet hours. 
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ODE XXIV. 



ON HIMSELF. 

Since,— born a mortalj— I am bonnd, 
Ordain*d by Fate to tread the round. 
The path of life:— what *8 past 1 know; 
A transient period^-^tnily so! 



Bnt who can count on life to mn> 
The feeble thread the Fates have spnn? 
Oh ! then dismiss me, grievous Care, 
Spread thy broad pinions to the air; 
For thou hast not to do with me. 
The son of mirth and revelry. 
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Before life's portals gently closer 
Still let me^ sportive, laugh with those 
Who gaily dance, and quaff the stream 
Which deep reflects the ruby beam; 
With beautiful Lyaeus live> — 
The bounty of the gods receive. 



E 
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ODE XXV. 

ON HIMSELF. 

Whbn I drain the gobtet deep> 
All my cares are lall'd to sleep! 

» 

Labours^ cares, nor sorrows mind^ 
Fling them freely to the wind ! 



Swill the biuBper, foaming high,— 
Howe*er anxious, we must die : 
Why, distracted, should you lour, — 
Fearful, — ^fret about life's hour? 



Then let 's drink the nectar wine. 
Fair Lyssus, gift of thine: 
While I drain the goblet deep. 
All my cares are charm*d to sleep. 
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ODEXXVL 

ON HIMSELF. 

Whbn Bacchus penetrates my soul^ 
Cares then sleep,— 4iaye no control : 
Of Croesas* wealth I seem possess'd 3 
Sweet melody reigns in my breast : 
Harmoniously I msh to sing. 
The wine-god prompts the tuneful string y 
While, crown'd with ivy, I recline. 
The universe, in thought, is mine; 
I tread on kingdoms, empires ; all 
Beneath my sovereign influence fall ! 



Give me, O boy, a cup divine. 
High foaming o'er with rosy wine 3 

e2 
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Prepare the genial^ sparkling stream,—- 
Much better 't is that I should dream 
Suffused in sleep with Bacchus' charms. 
Than stretched lie in Death's cold arms. 
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ODE XXVII. 

ON BACCHUS. 

Whbn Bacchus, son of mighty Jove, 
Lyseas from ithe realms above. 
The mind rdaxes with his bowl 
Of genial wine> and thaws my soul. 
And penetrates my heart's recesses. 
And showers on me his warm caresses,- 
Relax'd, I cast my cares away. 
On tip-toe wheel the circlet gay ; 
Delight then thrills, possesses me. 
The lover of festivity. 

* The lovely Venus, qaeen of charms. 
When rosy wine my bosom warms. 
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Applauds, while breathes the witching glee> 
Attuned to mirth, to joy, and me,-— 
Th* enchanting song of revelry. 



In waves of Bacchus* Uiss I swim. 
Visions divine around me skim; 
And when I wake from pkasure^s trance. 
Again I wing the wavy dance. 
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ODE XXVIII. 

ON HIS MISTRESS. 

CoMB> master of the art divine ! 
Delineate thou the glowing line; 
O, master of the Rhodian «rt. 
Thy peerless genms here impart -, 
Paint thon> as I describe, my fair, — 
My blooming maid demands thy care. 



First let her jetty ringlets flow 
In sweet sufiiision round her brow ^ 
Let them exhale the rich perfume. 
If so thy pencil can presume : 
Then paint her iv*ry forehead so. 
And shade her cheeks* celestial glow 
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Beneath her Bilken^ sable tresses^ 
That love may revel in caresses. 

Her beauteous eye-brows scarce divide > 
The middle space^ — be it allied 
To either imperceptibly ^ 
Nor junction form^-^just as you see 
Kind nature manage dext*rously.. 

The eye-lids sweep with sable line. 
Oh ! arch them sweetly^ soft^ divine. 
Then form the eye of real fire^ 
Celestial flame ! let it acquire 
Minerva's azure^ and yet seem 
Humid as Cytherea's beam> 
Let liquid lights wHhin it play> 
Yet sparkling as the brilliant's ray. 
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Mix milk with roses,— them dispose^-i- 
And draw her heavenly-shaped nose; 
And then thy art sublimely try 
To give her cheeks the blended die« 



Give to her lips persuasion's bliss. 
Provoking the entrancing kiss. 
Below her chin of mould divine. 
And polish*d neck, the Graces shine ; 
There, flutt'ring round her bosom, gay. 
They countless witcheries display. 



In robes of purple her adorn. 
Transparency of summer's mornj 
A glimpse still faintly let there shine. 
Disclosing through the veil divine 
Her form, where all the loves combine. 
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Enough, enough; fcnr now I fteo 
In nature's tints, resplendently^ 
Her living mien before me gkw! 
All, all bat speech, thoo canst bestow! 
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ODE XXIX. 

ON BATHYLLUS. 

Bathyllu8> friend^ delineate herej 
As I direct, let him afqpear* 

Of gold-tinged jet first form his hair; 
The curls^n front with easy air 
Together lay with wavy play> 
A seeming artlessness display^-^ 
Soft^ moist> and neat; and let them show 
As nature's self had bid them grow. 



Let o'er his brow and temples rise^ 
More azure than the dragon's eyes. 
The veins wherein life's current flows^ — 
And there let dignity repose. 
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Now let thy magic toach surprise 
In drawing his dark, tranquil eyes ; 
Blending with Mars* soft Venas' fire, 
Tlie glance. th* immortals so admire: 
Let heavenly Hope their shades partake,- 
Fear mix*d with Hope delineate. 



Give to his cheeks the peach*s hue»* 
Fresh, languishing, and downy too; 
A damask red throw o'er them rare. 
And let them blush with modest air. 



To paint his lips who dare essay ? 
The softness of the rose display,-— . 
Them moist, as parting mild, portray : 
Though silent, eloquently speaking,. 
As if the voice through them were breaking 5 
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Divine persuasion there most live,— 
And let the countenance receive 
Throughout an animated charm>— 
Expressive, open, artless, warm! 



His neck Adonis* must excel. 
His polish*d breast as Hermes* swells 
To Hermes, too, give his fair hands 5 — 
His well-turn*d limb thy care demands. 

******* 

His white, smooth feet, of iv'ry seem. 
And the whole image thou may*st deem 
Of such proportions, grace, and ease. 
Celestial Venus it must please. 

Accept, O friend, — take your reward, 
I to the price pay small regard, — 
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Take this Apollo> and him show 
At Samoa, if you thither go. 
For beautiful Bathylhn* — he 
Or Phcebus,— each may either be ! 
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ODE XXX. 

ON CUPID. 

Thb Muses once with rosy twine. 
With garlands breathing sweets divine, 
Yoang Cupid bound ; and, in their joy. 
To Beauty gave the captive boy. 



Then hastes the Cytherean dame. 
Burning with all a mother's flame, 
A ransom brings to free her child. 
By the Aonian maids beguiled. 



But should he liberated be. 
Released, restored to liberty. 
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On plumy wing he '11 not depart> 
Though lured by ey*ry winning art ^ 
The little^ bloomings smiling knave 
Has leam'd to be soft Beauty s slave. 
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ODE XXXI. 

ON HIMSELF. 

Now, by the gods, I coi^nre thee ! 
Me to permit, most copiously 
To drink, to drink my thirst t* allay,- 
I wilU I will be mad to-day. 



Alcmnon, and Orestes too. 
Went road, and their own mothers slew ! 
My hands are not imbmed in blood, 
I only quaff the rosy flood ; 
And drain the bowl, my thirst t' allay, — 
And yet I will be mad to-day. 



66 ODB8 OF ANACREOM. 

Of old went mad great Hercules, 
The furious mania did him seiase^ 
Rattling his dreadful quiver far. 
Bow Iphitean, used in war. 



The powerful Ajax formerly 
Ran raving as the rMring sea ; . 
He Hector's sword did madly wield. 
And frown'd behind his seven-fold shield. 



But I just grasp the winoFH^up lair. 
The beauteous chaplet for my hair: 
I brandish neither swofd nor bow. 
Nor march with ire against the foe. 
Nor join in any martial fray,-— 
But yet I will be mad to-day. 
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ODE XXXIL 

ON HIS AMOURS. 

The verdant leaves upon the trees. 
Which tremble in the summer breeze> 
Canst count? The undulating billows. 
The vast sea-waves, dread Neptune's pillows. 
If yon have skill to compute these. 
Then my amours you may with ease. 

Now my compntor I you mak«: 
Firsts then, at Athens twenty take. 
And fifteen more the roll requires, 
Athenian Mr of bland desires. 

f2 
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Whole 8trinf(8 at Corinth set you down^ 
Achaia*8 city of renown. 
Where women, beantifdl and gay, 
Triamphant reign with magic sway. 



My Lesbians, too, place to account -, 
Ionia's maids swell the amount; 
To Caria yet extend my flames. 
And Rhodes abounds in glowing dames ; 
Two thoiMnd loves ! ''Eigh! What say you?*'* 
Augment the roll, and bring to view 
My soft and sighing Syrians rare, . 
Canobus' nymphs, and Cretan fair. 
Crete's cities celebrate their loves : 
Here laughing Beauty boundless roves ; 
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His orgies bere young Love commaads. 
And here abound the am'rous bands. 



Why do you wish me to recount 
Th* amours of Gades? The amount 
Of those of Badria; for the host 
Swells even to the Indian coast» 
Augmenting wide the fertile roU> 
All tender passions of my soul. 
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ODE XXXIIL 

ON THE SWALI^OW. 

Whbn the sweet flowrets rear their heads. 
Her sable wing the swallow spreads y • < < 
She builds her nest when^smmitfericheers. 
Bat she in aatuam distippealnB^i * a-- '< 
Her twitt'ring notSB ude longer sound. 
When winter walks his dreary round. 
To Memphis* or the Nile, you go. 
The seasons, charming bird, you know. 



But Love his nest within me builds 
Perpetually; my heart him yields 
A safe retreat. This passion wings. 
And that, an egg, in embryo brings ; 
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Another, half hatch'd^ claims a place 
Amongst the chirpings g&ping nee. 
The greater nurse the le8s>— -then they> 
Rear'd up to greater^ wing their way^ 
And others in succession rise« — 
So ceaseless are the fresh supplies. 



What 8cheme> O mortals ! can be found> 
To banish this perpetual round ; 
To lessen, or remove. Love's nest. 
And calm the tumults in my breast ? 
For strength I Ve not to iH-eak from all 
Th' amours which now^ my soul tnthral. 
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ODE XXXIV. 

ON A GIRL. 

Fly me Dot> — my silver tresses 
Sbun not,— shun not my caresses. 
Blooming flower in beauty's day ! 
Fragrant, lovely, smiling, gay ! 



See you e'en in chaplets fair 
Which adorn your anbom hair. 
How the lilies white combine. 
With the blushing roses twine. 
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ODE XXXV. 

ON BUROPA. 

Tbi8 splendid boll, O bay, you fee> 
Immortal Joye appears to be; 
Lo> on Ids back a timid maid, 
A soft Sidonian, sits display'd. 



His hoofs the loose broad ocean deaye^ 
The billows yaat around him heaye. 
Nor sinks he in the liquid spray! 
What wand*ring boll did e'er thus stray ? 

Tis Jove*8 celestial self, I see. 
Who navigates the briny sea. 
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ODE XXXVL 

THAT WE OUGHT TO LIVE FREELY. 

Teach not me the abstract rales 
Of rhetoricians, or of scboeb; 
Cease your leanied>>iaq;thenM tale, 
Discoorses nought mbh me avail: 
Teach me rather how to drink 
A mellow dranght, than how to think; 
Rather teach me how io «porti— «• ' -i 
To golden Venus pay my ttomt. 
And wanton in iN>l«ptabtt8 tid^s. 
Where Cytherea soft presides. 



The snowy locks wave round my crown. 
But earthly cares ne*er weigh me down. 
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What! give me water!— -cast in wine!— 
O boy, thy bev'rage is divine! 
Compose my soul to rest j for see 
How soon the dost will cover me. 
When life's extinct : with earth you'll fill 
My grave,-— where movtab nei^er swill. 



Then moist my frame -, it wine requires : 
He who is dead has no desires; > 
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ODE XXXVII. 

ON THE SPRING. 

The Spring descends in genial dew8> 
In mantle clad of spangled hues. 

Now mildly (lit the soft-wing'd hours," 
The Graces scatter buddiii^ flow'rs 5 
Their lovely cheeks soft blooms disclose*- 
Profiise they poor the beauteous rose. 



Behold ! the sea-waves kiss the shore>-— 
They calmly kiss, which dashed before ! 
Swift dives the duck with playful force> 
Her oary feet impel her course 5 
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The soaring crane porsnes her flighty 
To r^ons fertile, mild, and bright. 



Clear and serene beam Titan's rays. 
The shadows melt before his blaze $ 
Light sldm the clonds o'er distant hills. 
And freshness sweet the bine arch fills j 
Man's tissned labours wide appear,-* 
The earth heaves with th' expectant year. 



The germing fruits, protnb'rant, swell. 
Expand, and burst the tender cell; 
Her branch the olive forward sends. 
And, charged with fruits in embryo, bends; 
The juice of Bromins richly flows $ 
The vine her infant parple shows,-— 
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Dispersed sablimely 'aongst the leaves, 
Conceal'dj the fature nectar heaves 
Luxuriantly, the world to cheer. 
When ripen*d nature crowns the year. 
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ODE XXXVIII. 

ON HIMSELF. 

Indbbd 't is true that 1 am old^ 
Repeatedly of age I *m told>-* 
Yet more I quaff of Bacchas' joys 
Than scores of bloomings stripling boys 5 
And when th' occasion me tequiresj 
I wave the dance with yonthfhl fires. 

No ivy-mantled staff I take; 
The bottle I my sceptre make. 



Let him who is inclined to fights 
Indulge in glory's mad delight ; 
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He freely has my leave to roanij 
While I indulge in wine at home. 



Boy^ bring the bowl of mingled wine. 
The honey-colonr'd stream divine; 
Though old, I '11 skim the mazy round. 
Enjoy the lyre's enchanting sound; 
With mirth and wine blend odours sweetj 
While I, elasticj wing my feet> 
And imitate SUenus gay,— 
Forgetting that I *m old to-day. 
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ODE XXXIX. 

ON HIMSELF. 

Whsn I drink wine> my heart aspires. 
Elated with the Muses* fires ; 
Enraptured^ cheer'd, spontaneous sing. 
Borne upward on bright fancy's wing* 

When I drink wine, care springs on liigh» 
And over-anxious counsels fly 
To gales which beat the wavy sea* 
And leave me in tranquillity. 



When I drink wine, the sportive flow, 
Lysean warmths around me glow, 

o 
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Exhilarate me in the draught j 
And flow^iy-Bcented breezes waft 
And toss me in their fragrant arms. 
And lull me in their odonr'd charms. 



When I drink wine, I cnll sweet flow*n. 
While placid flit the peaceful homn } 
Fresh, fragrant garlands grace my head. 
And festive joys around me shed 
Their pow*n, which fling to distance strife,* 
I sing the pleasing calm of life. 



When I drink win<^ bland fragrance poura 
Aronnd me aromatic show*n. 
Perfumes my firamej then Venus* charms 
My bosom fill with soft alarms ; 
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Illusions^ glowing, round me rise^— 
I clasp the blooming maid I prize> 
And list the lay which joy possesses. 
The song which Cytherea blesses. 



When I drink wine^ I buoyant rise 
As sinks the genial stream I prize; 
The rosy cups my mind expand; 
Oh ! then the youthful choral band. 
Whose strains alternate softly roll. 
Delight and charm my mellow'd souL 

Wine is to me substantial gain. 
The only gift I e*er retain ; 
The ruby boon is mine indeed, — 
For death, in common, is decreed^ 

o2 
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ODE XL. 



ON CUPID. 

Voluptuously amongst the roses, 
A bee luxuriantly reposes. 



Young Cupid, thoughtless, bends his way> 
Not knowing what in ambush lay. 
And, strolling *mongst the damask leaves, 
A sting his little hand receives : 
He scream'd with pain 5 and, running, flying 
Where Cytherea soft was lying, — 
Her beauteous form, reclined at ease, 
(Courted the summer's wanton breeze :— * 
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I perish^ mothery" exclaim'd he; 

With pain I perish^ only see! 

Amongst the rose-bads I was prying, 

A little winged serpent, lying 
'' In ambush, stong me painfally; 
** The mstics call the snake a bee.** 



€€ 



€€ 
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Then with maternal, soothing aid. 
The beanteons Venns, smiling, said, 
** Son, if the bee inflicts a sting. 
That little winged, spangled thing. 
And gives such pain,— O think, my boy, 
What wounds yon give, what hearts annoy ! 



t» 
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ODE XLI. 

ON A BANQUET. 

With joy let 'a drink tbe rosy wine* 
To Baccbns raise the song divine^ 
His name invoke in tnnefiil lays. 
Inventor of the winged maze> 
He who resonnding song requires,-— 
He who to Cupid's mien aspires. 
The deity of soft alarms. 
Beloved of Venus, queen of charms; — 
Of whom sweet dimpled Mirth was born. 
More jocund than the orient mom : 
To him the Graces owe their birth, 
(Tbe Graces, heavenly maids of worth,) 
Promoters sweet of cheerful mirth ; — 
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He wbo la grief a racpite bland 
Dispenses with bis balmy band i 
Wbo makes e'en woe forget to weep. 
And hills doll sadness' sdf to sleep* 



And now the flowing^ mingled drangbt. 
Presented by soft yoBths> is qvaflTd; 
Before the goblet's rosy ray 
See gloomy Sorrow wing her way. 
Swell the wind^agitating tttorm, — 
Mix with the donds which beav'B deform. 



Receive yon, then, the cnp dirine ; 
Dismiss yonr cards in mby wine. 
What gain yon by solicitude ? 
Oh! rather be yonr sonl imbued 
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With ease serene^ than rack'd witb Cint ; 
Your mind elastic, light as air. 



Say, whence the future do we know? 
Uncertain life to all below! 
Now, having freely drain'd the bowl, 
I sportive feel, and light of sonl $ 
Perfiimed, I cheerfally advance. 
And thread the gracefnU masy dance> 
Sport with the beantifnl and free* 
With nymphs of gaiety and glee^ 



In cares, whatever good yon find, 
Parsue it ye who are inclined ; 
Whom cares concern, those willingly 
Renounce the charms of jollity *, 
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They know not how the light heart bonnds. 
The heart which sorrow never woands. 



Then jocond drink the rosy wine. 
To Bacchus raise the song divine. 
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ODE XLIL 

ON HIMSELF. 

Mt heart rebounds with Baedius gay. 
To him my court I fondly pay; 
Delighted with his dance, I feel 
My spirits, lightly-bnoyant, reel : 
Still more I* m charm'd, when with a firiend, 
A youthful soul, my hoars I spend; 
Then wine and conyerse me inspire 
To touch with social sweep the lyre ; 
But most delighted, when my head 
Is wreathed with hyacinths, which shed 
Their aromatic odours sweet, 
I frolic with the virgins neat, 



ON HIMSELF. 91 



Who» in the Bportive ringlet, move 
In all the ma|pc qharm of love. 



No envy knows my open heart. 
Let others fear fdl Envy's smart. 
I hold the monster in no dread, 
His snarlings play bat ronnd my head. 



I hate the slander-loving tongoe,- 
The arrows of detraction shnn. 
Let slander-bearers far retire,—- 
Consume in their own tortuons fire. 



At festive banquets, jollity 
And copious wine-draughts satiate me. 
All squabbles I abhor o*er wine,^ 
I drown them in the wave divine. 
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Bat still when dancing to the lyre> 
When all is raptnre^ all is fire. 
When the firesh-blooming nymphs appear. 
Enchantresses, — ^they nature cheer! 
And as they swim the mystic ronnd. 
And as their nimble feet rebonnd, 
A portion they of bliss inspire,—* 
Life tranqoillize,— man's chief desire. 
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ODE XLIII. 

ON THE CICADA. 

Ws pronounce thee blest indeed, 
O Cicada of the mead! 
Having 8ipp*d a little dew> 
Gems of morn, of orient hae, 
Sing'st thon, thron'd on tops of trees. 
Monarch-like, at happy ease. 



All thon seest beneath is thine ; 
Thily thou art half divine. 
Produce of the genial fields. 
What the bounteous season yields. 
All is thine. The friend art thou . 
Of the rustic at the plough ; 
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Inj*riiig nothing which pertains 
To the rural, ruddy swains. 
Honour*d by all mortals,— thou> — 
Harbinger of summer too ! 



Thee> the Muses ever cheer, 
Thee> Apollo loves most dear>- 
Oave a tuneful note divine,— 
Silv*ry sounds in it combine. 



Age doth not thy frame decay. 
Haste, O haste not thou away. 
Skilfol insect, earth-bom guest. 
Harmony thrills in thy breast. 
Lover of th' immortal song. 
Rarest powers to thee belong: 
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Free^— impasBive understood,^ 
Free art thoa from flesh and blood $ 
Thou art nearly like the gods 
In their tranqoil, blest abodes. 
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ODE XLIV. 



ON HIS DREAM. 



Whbn sleep had cld8*d the visual ray» 
And dreams fantastic reel'd in play, 
I seem*d with speed to skim away. 



My shoulders bearing feath'ry pinions. 
With which I flew through th* air*s dominions -, 
But Love pursued my swift retreat. 
With lead bound round his little feet : 
His beauteous feet soon me o*ertook> — 
He chain*d me with his magic look ! 



Arrested thus : what may this mean ? 
This vision soft, — mysterious dream ? 
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I thinks indeed, it nuiy be 8olr*d: 
That I, in many amonn involy'd. 
Shall now escape from all the rest, — 
Be captive to this one>«^he best. 
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ODE XLV. 

ON THE DARTS OF LOVE. 

The hasbandi Qtice^ of Veaaa fair. 
His Lemnian forges did prepare; 
He^ taking iron> toiling strove^ 
And anvil*d keen the darts of Love : 
Then Cypria soft, sweet honey took. 
Beaming a bland celestial look. 
And dipp'd their points in honey*s dew. 
Bat Cupid added gall thereto. 

From battle's plains in dread career. 
Mars, brandishing his massy spear, 
(The pond'rous spear, which, gleamy, yields 
A fiery glare o*er crimson'd fields,) 
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Retarning^ — cheap held Cupid's toys ;— 
Bot he, — the knave of subtile boys,— 
" My shaft is heavy," slyly cried j 
" You '11 thiuk so too, when it you 've tried/' 

With hangjhty and disdainfiil look. 
Mars, fearlessly, the weapon took ; 
Sweet Paphia smil'd, idth consdow air. 
To see b^ruird the god of war. 



Mars, growng deep, " 'Tis heavy !• 
Take it away, young boy, from me !" 
But Love refilled, with taunting mieui 
And threw a glance on Beauty's queen, 
" Keep it, dread Mars, you now will know. 
The weapon shot from Cupid's bow!" 

h2 
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ODE XLVI. 

ON LOVE. 

T IS painftiU wre, Lov« not to know. 
And hard Love 8 passion to forego $ 
Bat hardet «tifi to toe a lover, . 
When cold return yon once <fiscover 
To all the warm impassion'd sighs. 
Which from the lover's bosom rise* - 

' The pride of birth is nought to Love 5 
Nor will profouhdest lear^iKftg »w«> 
Nor polished ttianners 4id your smart,— 
Spurn d ar^ all by the callous heart. 



ON LOVE. lOi 



Mankind^ debased, see riches shine -, 
To worship riches, all incline ! 
Oh ! may h^ perish ^ho first sigh'd 
For wealth ; for gold did Liove deride. 



For gold, fraternal bands mre loosed j 
For gold, par^tal ties abased; 
For gold, mad wars and mnrders rise. 
And crimes which stain the spotless skies 5— r 
Bnt still the wor^t remains untold, -— 
For gold, are lovers bought and sold. 
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ODE XLVIL 

ON AN OLD MAN. 

I LovB a pleasant man of years^ 
Whom the buoyant spirit cheers ^ 
I love the youth who will advanqe. 
And wing the circlet in the dance: 
But when the man of years up springs. 
And bounds aloft in airy rings, 
His brow indeed with snow is hung. 
Still, still, in spirit he is young. 
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ODE XLVIII. 

ON HIMSELF. 

O oiYB n&e Hbmer's soandmg lyre> — 
But fervently 1 66 deiiire 
That yoa remove th* ensanguined string,*- 
The chords with rapture then shall ring. 



Bring me the caps> and I '11 define 
The laws of drinking rosy wine ; 
The bacchanalian code I know; 
Now wine and harmony shall flow. 



Give> give me wine, that I may bound 
In tipsy dance the circle rounds 
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A measiired frenzy let me share, — 
Strike^ strike the bold sondrons air: 
Let harmony of Intes abound,— 
Wake the symphonions, swelling soond; 
I *11 raise my voiee the chords among^ 
And ponr a loud> vivadons song. 



TO A FAIVTSR. i06 



ODE XLIX. 



t * ' 



TO A PAINTER. 

Coun, best of painterBy now attend 
The Lyric Muse^ and ber befiiend; 
Thy 8oft> creative art employ> 
Diffuse aronnd a pleasing joy. 



Design me cities, smiling, gay; 
Let mellow radiance o*er them play; 
And tarrets, domes, and lofty spires> 
Tinge with the beams of Phoebns* fires; 
And sportive Bacchanalians raiset-* 
Inspire, their flutes to sound the praise 
Of Bromius, in alternate measure. 
Responsive, breathing only pleasure. 
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If able> show thy ma^c power> — 
Embellish Love's mysterious bower ; 
Then will th* applaacQng world combine. 
Exclaiming, sure this art's divine! 
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ODE L. 

ON BACCHUS. 

Dbscends the god of aatumn's spoils^ 
Who daiintlesB makes the youth in toils. 
Unwearied, bold in soft amours. 
Intrepid, wing'd with graodui pow'rs, — 
While in his cups he deftly bounds. 
And swims the dance in airy rounds. 

A philtre soft through nature springs*— 
The god descends who joyous brings 
A draught unmix'd, the purest wine. 
Primeval offspring of die vine. 
Confined in clusters copious, swelling. 
Distended in its dusky dwelling. 
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Pun Inrks not here,— the vii^n stream 
Diffnses a salubrious beam ; 
The sable grape its soul distilling. 
The promise of the year fulfilling ; 
Blest by the god, who novi^ presides 

4 

And rules of right the vinous tides,—: 
Who sheds his influence over those . 
Who cat the pregnant, weeping row8,-7*> 
Expels disei^es from th^' plain, . 

And gives to health her^cheer^l r^ign* 



The niin4 .elate, robuat, find soQnd, 
Serenely vig^*roiia will be found. 

Until another autmrnii glows, 

Distending wide the: gonial rows. 
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ODE lA. 

ON A btSK REPRESENTING VENUS. 

t 
• * » 

SoMB arti8t> big with powers divine^ 
Has on this disk* witb bold desiga* 
Pour*d ocean's undulating waves* . 
Lo* here the sea, refiuxing laves : 
Some one of vast* transcendent mind* 
Possessed beyond his common kind* 
In thought exalted to the gods* 

Eternal in their blest abodes : 
Some mortal by th* immortals fired* 
Deeply ^th, plastic powers inspired* 
Hath thrown upon .the liquid sea* 
In soft voluptuous mijesty, 
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The tender Venns^ beauty's queen^ 
All-delicate of form and mien : 
What genius ere» till now, dared trace 
The source of the celestial race } 



Serenely flooting^ on< the woveir^ 
Her naked form 6he water laves ; 
Veird by the surflioe of the tades 
She, half immersed^ snUimely glides; 



Now lightly on the boQudiBg biUowSi 
Beneath her press'd- as liquid <pi]loWB> 
The goddess^ lihe a white'Se&,*floweir> 
The gem of ooe«n*e aeefel> boktei^ 
Most calmly skiM witk bi^oyaot ease 
The gently-yielding, limpid seaB> 
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And« as she dfitws %V iU«iiuii*d slrmiiii» 
Herself is ligM's vohememt.beun. 



Above her rosy boMm lave. 
In eddies cift> the ssove ^aye; 
Beneath her heavenly nei^k of love 
The curling wanton waters rove. 



Then, miat. the fiiirows .of the .niain» 
Which gentlybeave andfaU again^ 
Fair Venns, Uketa Jily sUning, 
With vi'lets softly intertwining. 
In silken calm, floats on the seas 
With graceinl,— with majestic ease. 



Now bloomy Love and fond Desire, 
With oonntenance of amVons (ire. 
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Soft, slyly 'Uragliiiig» — sportive ride 
On dolpfainsy wbich the waves dinde» 
Where^ raised the sOver disk above, 
A crooked band of fifehes rove ; / 
Some wanton, anrf^sodfewboiittdawayy 
IMsporting, on the Inllows play. 



The Paphian Goddess, smiling, sees 
The tribes iiKbich throng the silver aea8» 
And, laughing gay, enjoys the scene> 
Where* er she lightly, glides serene. 
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ODE LII. 

ON THE WINE-PRESS. 

The dark-hued grapes, fnll> ripe, and rare. 
In baskets on their shoulders bear 
The busy throng,— both men and maids,— « 
Now summer into autumn fades. 



The wine-press, with the clusters bright. 
Luxuriantly swells on the sight : — 
The swains alone the clusters tread. 
The new wine gashing, rears its head. 



Responsive rolls the choral hymn 
To Bacchus, whilst the presses swim y 
The vintage lay, which none decline. 
Resounds in honour of the wine. 
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Delighted^— -they behold^ fermenting. 
High rising o'er the brim> — ^presenting 
The rosy streams which charm the eye. 
The mby tides^ — the vintage* joy. 



Old age now drinks, and then he dances. 
With trembling paces he advances. 
Shaking his blanch'd and hoary hair. 
While breathes the lute's enchanting air. 



The yoathful,— mellow'd with the wine. 
To am'rous passions wild^ incline. 



A virgin caught by soft surprise. 
With sleep weigh'd down, in slnmber lies 5 
Her form difiiised beneath the shade,— 
Her tender form at ease is laid ; 
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Embowered amongst the spreading leaves. 
In peace serene her bosom heaves. 
A youth entices her to love, 
Persuasivoy — ^immature,— to prove 
Soft Hymen's rites, and to betray 
Her joys, before the nuptial day. 

With blandishments her ears lussailing ;— 
His arts seductive not prevailing. 
Forces th' unwilling maikl to yidd ; — 
Her strength,— «n unavailing shield. 

For youths, with Bacchus* grape inspired. 
With sports diMM'derly are fired. 
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ODE LIU- 

ON THE ROSE. 

To thee> O sweetest flower that blows^ 
Thee^ lovely^ breathing, blooming rose^ 
I tnne the lay; — ^friend^ hither bring 
The garland-bearings genial Spring, 
For where she gaily— smiling, treads. 
Sweet summer flow'rets rear their heads. 



The summer's rose the garlands swells 
The glowing queen of many a bell j 
The joy of mortals, who presume 
The breath of gods is rose-perfume. 



%. 
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The Graces wreathe their forms diyine. 
With roses dipt in nectar-wine: 
The lovely season throws a flash 
O'er cheeks ^nffased, where roses blush. 



The rose is Venus* chief delight^ 
The rose> begemm*d with tears of night ; 
The poets' and the Moses' flower^ 
The fragrant crown of Fiction's bower* 



Sweet to the swain at early mom« 
Who wanders^ near the glist'ning thorn ; 
The op'ning rose-bad> set in dew> 
Arrests his course^ and charms his view 5 
His fost'ring hand will gently move. 
And lightly raise the flower of love. 
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The baord^ fiU'd with celestial fiwme. 
At bacchanals will thee proclaim ; 
Andy grateful^ round the mirthfdl boards 
T^^ tune to thee the goMen chord. 



What can exist without the rose ? 
The mom her rosy fingers shows 
When she soft streaks expansive ffings. 
And new*bOm day exalting springs. 
The nymphs their rosy charms display. 
Wide flushing in the mantling ray. 
The bloshfiil Venus, heavenly fair. 
Sublimely floats in roseate air. 



Fragrance from thee effusive springs. 
Thy scent relief in sickness brings. 
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Thy healing essence far repds 
Corraption* 8 fames, nor with thee dwells 
Aught morbid, lliou prevail*st o*er Time, 
As sung by bards in deathless rhyme 3 
In age the rose, e*er gratefal> pours 
The fragrance of its youthful hoars/ 



Sayj now, O Mase> whence sprang the rose ? 
Its birth, th* immortals* care, disclose. 



When the vast sea of aspect mild. 
The broad translucent ocean smiled. 
Reflecting heaven upon its billows,— 
From heaving foam, on swelling pillows, 
Bedew'd with spray, soft Venus rose 
(Her burning charms the waves disclose) 



I 

I 
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All-radiant fair>— her beauteous frame 
And lovely mien> the gods acclaim 5— » 
When Jove^ th* eternal, had display'd 
(Sprung fresh from his creative head) 
Minerva, — ^goddess shining far. 
Delighting in the din of war, 
A fearful sight t* Olympus high, 
. Whose tov7*ring top blends with the sky. 
Where gods in bliss serenely lie, — 
Then, from the earth, with curious skill. 
Production exquisite, — to fill 
The ether wide with rich perfiime. 
Sprang roses sweet, — of heavenly bloom. 



The gods, in blest assembly, then, 
T* impart their bliss to mortal men. 
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Sprinkled the bush with nectar-wine. 
The thorny bush, with dew divine. 
Where, proudly pendent, roses shine 3 
The thorn from whence it lovely blows,— 
Lyseus* plant, — th' immortal rose. 
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ODE LIV. 

ON HIMSELF. 

When I behold the yoathfol throng, — 
When youth is present, — ^then I 'm young ! 
Then to the dance, an old man, I 
On winged feet elastic fly. 



Attend, Cybeba ! crown my brow. 
Bid wreaths of fragrant roses glow : 
Away, — fling hoary age away, — 
A youth *mong8t youths, — I 'm sportive, gay ! 

Let some the gifts of Bacchus bring. 
Autumnal fruits, which prompt the spring 
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Of youthftd vigour in life's wane. 
And back restore the yemal reign. 

The rosy stream now let me kiss. 
The stream sorcharged with sparkling bliss : 
By it I 'm taught the joyous glee. 
The wanton pomp of revelry. 
And mad most gracefiUly to be! 
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ODE LV. 

ON LOVERS, 

Their masters' brand the conrsers show> 
The Parthians you distinctly know 3 
The gemm*d tiara on their heads, 
A sparkling, trembling lustre sheds. 



So you the lovers may descry. 
But trust not to the lambent eye : 
They blushingly strive to conceal. 
What only they the more reveal : 
The symbol delicate, you *11 find 
Impress'd upon the lover's mind. 



NOTES. 



NOTES, 

BIOGRAPHICAL, CRITICAL, AND ELUCIDATORY. 



The time when Anaaeon flouriahed is deduced,, by Mr. 
John Addlmn and othen, to have been aboot 476, or nearly 
fiTB hundred years befinre the Christian aeia ; about the time 
of Nchemiah, of Judea. He was bom at Teos, a seaport of 
lonis. He is said to have been eighteen years of age when 
Harpagusi the general of Cyrus, came with an aimy against 
the confedente cities of the lonians and ^dlians. The 
Milesians immediately submitted themselves ; but the Pho- 
coansb when they found themselves unaUe to withstand the 
enemy, chose radier to abandon their country than their li- 
berty; Mid, getting a fleet together, for which the Greeks 
were fiunous in all ages, transported themselves and their 
fionilies to the coast of France^ where, being fao^taUy xe- 
ceivied by Kannus, long of the country, they built the dty 
of MacseiUes. The Tdans soon followed their example; for 



128 NOTES. 

Haipagus having made himself master of theii walls, they 
uDanimoiuly went on boaid their ships, and, sailing to Thraoe, 
fixed themselves in the city pf Abdera. They had not been 
long there, when the Thiadans, jealous of their new nesgh- 
boursi endeavoured to ^ve them disturbance ; and in these 
conflicts it seems to have been that Anacreon lost those 
friends whom he cdebrates in his epigrams, many of which 
are injudiciously or erroneously so called, being epitaphs. 
As a poet, having evidently been brought up and educated 
amongst the higher ranks of society, he had certainly a most 
delicate and cultivated wit, but was fond of pleasures ; iat 
love and wine had the disposal of all his hours. He toudied 
with a glowing hand those subjects that afibrd pleasure and 
refined enjo3rments, and mental and animated gratification to 
mortals who can regulate the fervid feelings of human nature^ 
and take each benediction with moderation. Such are friend* 
ships, a competency, generous alimental viands, and other 
gratifying ddights. These, rationally enjoyed, were all that 
the inhabitants of the world, at that period of society, had, or 
valued. The charms of literature, at that time^ were nearly 
unknown ; and philosophy and science were not the pursuits 
of the bulk of mankind. Ovid himself, though so great a 
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voluptuary, censures Anacreon for devoting his Muse entirely 
to Bacchus and Venus. 

Quid nisi cum multo Venerem confhndere vino, 
Pneoepit lyiici Teia M usa senis ? 
Anacreon left Abdera» and went to the court of Polycrates, 
at Samoa, where he was received with great marks of friend- 
ship. How long he continued at Samos is uncertain ; hut it 
is probaUe he remained there during the greatest part of the 
reign of Polycrates ; for Herodotus assures us that Anacreon 
was with that prince, in his chamber, when he received a 
message firom Onstes, governor of Sardis, by whose treachery 
Polycrates was soon afterwards betrayed, and inhumanly 
crucified. It seems to have been a little before this that 
Anacreon left Samos, and removed to Athens, having been 
invited thither by Hipparchus, the eldest son of Pisistratus, 
one of the most virtuous and learned princes of his time ; 
who, as Plato assures us, sent an obliging letter, with a 
vessel of fifty oars, to convey him over the iBgean sea. After 
Hipparchus was slain by the conspiracy of Harmodius and 
Aristogiton> Anacreon returned to Teos, where he remained 
4a31 the revolt of Histiaeus, when he was obliged once more to 

K 



180 NOTES. 

remoYe to Abdeia, whero he died. The manner of his death 
18 said to have been Tery eztraoidinaiy ; for they teU us he 
was choked with a gnpe-stone, which he fwaUowed, as he 
was legaling on some new wine, in his 85th year. 

A smaU part only of Anacreon's works remains. Besides 
odes and epigrams (some of which, strictly speakingt are 
epitaphs), he composed elegies* hymns, and iambioa. The 
poems which are extant consist chiefly of Bacchanalian songs 
and lo?e-sonnets* They have been frequently prii)ted ; but 
the principal editions are that ef Madame Dacier, i^th a 
French version, printed at Paris in 1682, in duodecimo ; that 
of Joshua Barnes, of Cambridge, 17^^ ^ 12pio.| that o^ 
Robert Foulis, of Glasgow, in 12dbo. printed in 1744; and 
that of his sons A. and J. Foulis, printed in 1772* 

The Odes of Anacreon, says Bapin, are ^wers, beauties, 
and peipetual graces ; it is familiar to him to write what is 
natural, and to the life; having an air so delicate^ so easy, 
and so graceful, that, amongst all the ancients, theie is 
nothing comparable to him. He flows soil and eai7, ev^ry- 
where diffusing the joy aqd indolence of his mind throiig^ 
his vene* and tunins his haro to the smnoth and nlfiifiant 
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tamper of hU aouL To the nine puipose the little god of 
love as taught to speak by Cowley : 

AH thy yene is softer &r 
Than the downy feathers are 
Of my wings, or of my arrows. 
Of my mother's doves or spaiiows : 
Graceful, spri^tly*, smooth, and round. 
All with Venus* oiidle bound. 



• Cowley has this epithet ciMf^y. 
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ODE I. 

This ode is pioperly placed at the head of the remains of 
Anacreon's oompoaitions, althou^ the Vatican manuscript 
has it not 80). Itisasortof prefiM» to themaU. liove, not 
heroic actions, being the theme of most of his efibsions, it 
stands well in the van. 

Horace and Oidd have imitated it, and so has Bion. 

Xrpulag, The SOUS of Atreos ;— Agamemnon and Mendans, 
commanders in the Trojan war, floorished before Christ, ac- 
cording to Sir Isaac Newton, 919 years; according to the 
Greek chronology, 1200 years ; and, according to the Parian 
marblesy 1218 years. 

K(£8yuoy. Codtnut. The foonder of Gadmea, — Thebes. 
According to the Parian marbles, he flourished before Chriat 
1519 years ; about the time when Moses is supposed to have 
written the sacred and sublime memoirs of Job, amongst the 
Midianites. 

Apollo is understood to have invented the \6pii^ Ijrre, 
which went by different appeUations, according to the coun- 
tries supposed to give it birth, or according to the number of 
strings with which that deUghtful instrument was furnished. 
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ODE II. 

liiiie 7tfa, ^p6imi*9' Pradeneei magnanimity, oourage. 
Tins ii a oompiehennve word. Mr* John Addison says, on 
this passage, ^' by courage^ when applied to man, is properly 
meant that superiority of mind which is man's peculiar 
characteristic and charter of dominion." 
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ODE III. 

A Tecy oonndoaUe aoquaintanoe with astionimy and the 
stany heavens is described in the begiiming of this beBulifiil 
ode. The season vhen wntfeen i^vpesn to have been an- 
tnmn ^ fox the Ardoph^hx^ the Bear.keeper, or the oon- 
steUation Bootes, seems to exercise a soveragnty over the 
neighhouzing configuration of stars: Ursa Major, ^< the 
Greater Bear, turns itself under the hand of Bootes.*' The 
allusion to midnight is beautiful ; and the whole ode carries 
with it a pleasing reverie, although Cupid's ingratitude cannot 
but be fdt : yet, while you condemn, you are pleased at the 
young urchin's deceptions. Cupid is generally in mischief. 
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ODE IV. 

Lotus, and other firagnmt herbs, were used by the aDcients 
to sleep upon. Herodotus says, that when the Nile overflows 
the country, there grow in the water great quantities of lilies, 
which the Egyptians call lotuses. 

Ueiir6pti». Papyrus. A reed which grows in the marshes of 
Egypt ; the bark of which is like our ribands. 

The chesty or basket, in which the Hebrew infant Moses 
was discorered floating on the Nile, u said to have been 
flnoned of the papyrus. 

TpvxJiSt &C. The words which £aUow to the next period 
open a fine field to the moralist; and it is not often Anacreon 
giyes so inviting an opportunity for expatiating on such monl 
sefitiinents. 

Perfumt me rather w^ife / Uve, 

Anacreon alludes to the custom of the Oreeks of washing 
and perfiiming the body previous to intennent. He wishes 
to be perfumed, &c. while living, and to enjoy the pleasures 
of life in an extended way, previous to his becoming an in- 
habitant of the silent tomb. 
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ODE V. 

This is one of the most beautiful in the Greek. The rose 
was esteemed more than any other flower by the Grecians. 
[See Ode 53.] The rose was admitted in all their entertain- 
ments. Horace also praises it, but laments the shortness of 
its duration. The ancients wore chaplets, or fillets of roses, 
when carousing, imagining they prevented intoxication. 

Near Bacchui shrine I *U strike the lyre. 

Siixoif . Shrine, Originally a pen for fidding sheep ; but 
when applied to a temple, as here used, it was because the 
chief deity stood in the middle of it, and it was endosed 
with rails. 

BaduxoXTou. FuH-boiomed^ or deep^breasted. It is difficult 
to find any words synonymous in the English language. 
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ODE VI. 

This, and the fint ode, are the only two the tniulator hai 
attempted in'altemate rhyme. The lyre ie greatly introdaoed 
in both. 

In the third stanza of this ode, the measure is changed 
from three and a half (seven syllaUes) to four feet. This 
arose out of the prominent character employed in the 
present composition (the flowing-haired youth), which I take 
to have been a personage answering to a minstrd of the I6th 
century, — and on account of the musical instruments the 
translator oonoeiyes were used at this ftstivaL The ode 
seems to have been writtoi on some fiestive occasion, re» 
sembling an entertainment at the conclusion of the vintage, 
or the gathering in of the fruits of the earth. — However, it 
must have been on some joyous occasion. Cupid, Bacchus, 
and Venus, introduced into the happy assembhige in this ode, 
are certainly allegorical personages. The others are not. 

The musical instruments of the ancient Oreeks are not 
much known to the modems : the Lyre, Av^ii ; the Barbiton, 
BagSiTo; ; and the ni)x7i8«(. The Barbiton is said to have 
been invented by Anacreon : the number of strings are not 
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diaHiMed ; but the Pektides was an instrument of two stiings. 
The Thyrsus (staff, or pole, wound round with wreaths of ivy, 
sometimes with flowers) borne by the neatly-ankled maid, is 
wdl known; bat the miuical iummoit which responded to 
(he voiee of the downy-haired youth, baring strings, puzzles 
all the commentators. 

The Russlana have an instrament eaJkd die Balalaika, 
aoeording to Bowring, of two sides, which they use very nmdi 
in responses to their songs. The strings on one side are sup- 
posed to give soft and meDow sounds; those on the other, 
stnmg, immd, and ftiU-toned notes. 

KMf/Hdf admits of various trandations. The deity, or genius 
of mirth i or the soul of good-hvmour. 

KaMON is hen translated FegHvUy. 
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ODE VII. 

There is something extremely delicate in this chaiming ode. 
The serpent stinging Cujnd's competitor in the race; his heart 
ascending to his nostrils, and being almost dead, is findy 
illustratiye of the power of Love. It is as fine as the force of 
Cupid's bow, and his feathered arrows which are tipped with 
fire. My heart Uap*d up to my mouthy is in Homer ; and 
Cupid fitnning gently with his soft wings, and saying, after 
a restoration was brought about. For thou art not able to 
love; at 

Thou carut not hear the pangs of Looey 

is truly in Anacreon's mannow Here his soul shines tbxough 
his words. 



ODE VIII. 
Lygui* toft companions^ ^c. 



Lyons is derived ftom the wctd ^»ff<», to h)otey mtfreei 
bflcaiMe wine fieea the miBd fiNNn anxieties. Lycos is often 
vied lor Bacdma in these odes. 



140 NOTES. 



ODE IX. 

The GUftoin of sending the dove, or camer-pigeon, obtains 
to this day. The cairier dove hai frequently been sent from 
Newmarket Heath with an aoooimt of a hone-iaoe tied round 
its neck, or amongst the feathers of its wings. The ancients 
perfumed the feathers of these Inids : 

Petfumei dittiUing through the tkyj 
BreMing of odours as pou fly* 

Something peculiarly beautiful pervades the whole of this 
glowing composition. Though not noticed in the original, 
the many-odkNired changes in the shades of the plumage of 
the dove's neck, is very striking and plwiiring to a deep ob- 
server of nature. 

A dissertation might be written on the various beauties of 
this ode. The idea of Venus having given one of her fitvourite 
doves for a hymn of Anacroon, is in the highest degree com- 
plimentary, and a proof of the poet*s having wrote hymns, 
and many of them, although now lost 

Many tnuislarions of this ode have appeared within the two 
last centuries ; but that of Dr. Samuel Johnson stands in the 
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▼an. It would have been well if Ifn. Thnde oould hare in- 
duced the Doctor to have tnuulated more of them. Mn. 
KI'Tftlw**^ Carter, sometimes under the name of Eudosia, and 
other signatures, it is said, certainly shone as happly as any 
(Hie in the odes which die translated of the Teum Bard. 

SathyUu*^ of each heart po»teu*d^ 
The lord ofev*ry gefCroua hreatt, 

Bathyllus ; —a youth of Samos, of great symmetry of form ; 
he was likewise a fiivourite of Polycrates, who erected a statue 
to him, standing as ApoUo playing upon the lyre. 



ODE X. 

The Doric dialect ; — the intonations of the Greeks who 
spoke in this dialect were round and strong. 

^poexjA^Sy Drachma^ a silver coin, about eightpence ster- 
ling. 
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ODE XI. 

dome have their doubts of Anacreon having written this 
ode. There is certmly something in it rather unusual in 
moral sentiment, as fiUling from the lips of our poet, but yet 
it bears many internal marks of being genuincy from its spirit, 
its happy flow, and easy dose. 



ODE XII. 

As Tereus did to thee of old. 

Tereus having cut out the tongue of the Swallow, the baid 
endeavours to terrify the bird by the mention of his name. 
The ancients remark that those birds carefully avoid the 
pahice of Tereus, in Thrace. 
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ODE XIIL 

Attii, qr Atyi, » joung Fhiygian of great beauty, bdoved 
by CyUle, who made him her priest, &e. But he broke his 
vow of living chaste, and was by Gybele afflicted with macU 



Some qu({lfiiHg the prqj^uUc ttream 
Oflaureh-bearing Phaifnuy ^c. 

Jif'd 

With rage, — near Clarot* hanks acquir'd. 

Claios, says Addison, was a little town near the city of 
Colophon, in Idnia, which had a fountain consecrated to 
Apollo. Anacreon calls the water Xa^o», because they who 
drank of it were immediately seized with a divine A:enzy» and 
delivered orades. 
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ODE XIV. 

There is a great deal of delicacy in tfaiB ode. Theinven- 
don is ingenious. The pieparadon for the combat, the com- 
bat itself, the issue, and the natural reflection at the dose, is 
very fine. 

When heroes in ancient times found all their ofiensive 
weapons exhausted, their strength nearly spent, they would 
collect all their eneigy, and rush headlong upon their ene- 
mies, so that the ponderosity of their bodies in mail might 
give a dianoe of breaking down the opposing foe. 

The translator has seen Mr. Kean, in his final combat in 
Richard III., on his sword being struck out of his hand, at- 
tempt something of this sort. 
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ODE XV. 

"Ov /uot /aSKu n^ao 

I care not for the wealth of Oyges, the king ot the Sar- 

The wealth ofGygety Sardu* king, 
I heedless view ; Us lures ne*er hring 
To me delight, ^c. 

• 

This is a spirited ode. Anacreon regarded not the gold 
of Oyges, the king of Sardis. He enjoyed another sort of 
pleasure than accumulating wealth. 

In this ode the reading of the last line in the Greek original 
has been greatly contested. See Barnes and Baxter. I have 
rendered it, freely certainly, 



You must not freely live. 



Nor the enchanting cup receive. 
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ODE XVI. 

To Theban wart yaa tune the tiring, 
Cf Phrygian confUett he will ting. 

Anacreon alludes to the fiunous war of the Seven Captains 
against Thebes (says Fawkes), occasioned by Eteodes, the 
son of (Edipus and Jocasta, refhsing his brother Polynioes 
his share in the government, thoogh they had previously 
agreed, after their father^s death, to rule alternately year by 
year* ^sdiylns wrote a tragedy on this subject. 

To Theban wart you tune, ^c. 

The Greeks advanced silently and slow to battle ; the Tiojans 
with clamorous shouts, and no doubt with ocmooinitaat music; 
but the latter circumstance is not mentioned in Homer^ that 
I recollect : it is still the practice of rude nations. 

The Mlowing not inapt elucidation of the fact of shouting 
by barbarous nations, previous to entering into battle, is taken 
from a Sketch of Captain Parry's Second Pdar Expedition. 
See Gent, Mag, Oct. 1823, p. 356. 

'^ The first appearance whidi the Esquinunix made to our 
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navigaton was in the month of April, 1822, when in their 
periodical migration southwaid, they literally came down 
upon the ships* which had been wintering ftlker exploring 
Repulse Bay, hy a sudden and ahnost unperceived incuvwon. 
They came down in the usual manner of savige tribes (as 
these poor people aie commonly called), by an unexpected 
movement, uttering a loud and shrill shout, advancing dosdy 
upon the ships, aimed with bows and arrows, and fonned in 
straight lines of forty or fifty each. Behind them .were thiir 
dogs and women, with canoes and sUdges. The ftankness of 
communication obsenred towards natives in their situation, 
was practised towards them : Captain Parry and some of his 
principal officers, not more than four or five in number, ad- 
, vanead towards them, armed, but with dcmonstnilions of 
fiiendabip and confldenoe.*' 



L 2 
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ODE XVII. 

This and the foUowing ode have something in common 
between them, as if written in imitation of each other. 
They are both yery beaatifiil in the original, and display 
Anacreon^ taste for ornaments to have been chaste and 
d^ant, as applied to these two drinking vessels. His 
knowledge of astronomy, as then known, had not been smaU. 
Hie influence which some of the constellations were supposed 
to have upon the seasons, has been well known to him. 
Their configuration also, he has been master of; 

Th* eternal pole*t celestial waitu 

The Stan fomnbigihe greater bear^ when turning (wheding> 
or seen above the north pole, form the shape, or figure of a 
waggon. The poet says of Orion, wyvov ap/cwar, the odUmtj 
at terrible Orion* because he comes before storms. This 
constellation (one of the most beautiful in the heavens) is 
described as appearing in stormy weather,- and shedding its 
baleful influence upon mariners ; but tiiis assemblage of stars 
not rising above tiie horizon until late in tiie autumn, the 
swains, or eonntiymen, also dreaded it; fbr in returning in 
the evening from their harvest labours, if Orion appeared, it 
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must of neoesnty be a late harvest. The author had, in 
consequence, once written the twelfth line of this ode, 

Rising in terror to the swains, 

Tlie sweet influence of the Pleiades is mentioned in Job. 
T/ i'.iffT^affi* BoiMTictf; or what wUh the stars of B<iStes9 
Arcturus, of the first magnitude, and the brightest in this 
northern constellation, shines with a peculiar silvery lustre in 
autumnal evenings. 

The idea of engraving Cupid, Bathyllus, and Bacchus, 
treading the wine-press in harmony, under the shade of the 
luxurious vine, is apropos to a high degree. The 17th ode 
is quoted by Qellius, who was present when it was sung and 
played upon instruments at an entertainment 



ODE XVIII. 

Concealing from bright Phcsbus* eye. 

Anacreon desires that the Youths and Graces dancing to- 
gether may be concealed from Fhoebus, because the beautiful 
Hyadnihus, when playing at quoits, was unfortunately killed 
by ApoUo. 
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ODE XIX. 

« 

'H yi7 fiiKtuva, &C. The black earth drinks, and the trees 
drink it. Mr. Addison (to trhom aD our oommentators are 
obliged) gbUb this * a bold expresnon t' so it is, but it is true 
n^erthdfiss i Ibr the trees meiTe their nouridunent at the 
foots firom the euth, and ftom the rain and vapours which 
arise from the earth also. 

Moch mote migiht be said on this philosophical ode. Dr. 
GiidlestoM says, ^ But as modem chemistry teaches that miter 
is only a oomponent part of air, a disciple of M. Dutens nig^t 
die the litval English, the tea drinks up the a<r, to prove 
that the present ideas of diemistry were not unknown to the 
andents, espedally as the scholiast on Nicander attributes a 
medical treatise to Anacreon.* 

The classification of the greatest drunkards is rather hu- 
morous. The hivnan absorper reasons falsdy (as most im- 
moderate wine-bibbers do) when he compares himself to things 
ioaliiiliate. 
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ODE XX. 

A itatue by the Phrygian Jlood, 

Once Tantalus* fair daughter ttood^ ^c» 

Niobe was the daughter of Tantalus, Jdngof Phrygia, and 
was tumed into a rock. See Ovid, &c. The sequel of the 
story is finely told by Homer, in the 24th book of the Diad. 
Pngne, the child of Pandion, was tumed into a swallow. 

This ode is yeiy gallant, and ingenious. 



ODE X^I. 

Now noon's exhausting^ sultry heats^ 
Me^ panting^ drive to cool retreats* 

Baxter, Bames, and Addison render the Gveek word 
n^fr«9f<f, drumk up; i,e, exhansted by heat This may be 
caUed an unusual signification, but it is difikult to find a 
better. What is here rendered panting^ is in the original 
gro^itktg ieephf^ or iigkktg,^ Ac. This ode is natuial, easy, 
and energetic. 



^^^^^^^mmmmmmm^mmima^mm 
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ODE XXII. 

MoBt of the commentators observe the poetic delicacy of 
this ode. The Oreek, which I have rendered — 

A cooling fountain reiUng ntar^ 
In liquid aceenit charmt the ear^ 

is very sweet and musicaL 



ODE XXIII. 

J^ itore of gold could lengtlten day 9, 

It is recorded that Anacreon having received a gift of ten 
thoosand crowns from Polycrates, king of Samos, was seized 
with such apprehension of thieves, that he could not sleep. 
Accordingly he carried back the gift, telling the monarch he 
preferred repose to riches. 

In Fontenelle*s Dialogues in the Shades, that between Ana- 
creon and Aristotle gives the prize to Anacreon for rejecting 

gold. 

In wine-bowlt waving o*er {he Mm. 

. Anacreon never forgets to sweeten life with the pleasures of 
the bowl, to which he adds social convene, &€. 
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ODE XXIV. 

Thcfe is gnat leaaon to believe the song of ^Old Caxe* 
has been taken from tfait ode, or that this ode is the oiiginal 
song. 

Oh! then dismus me, grievout Care, 



For thou hast nothing to do with me, j^c. 

The Oieek is Ou^h ia( 0-0/ n x^ffio/; there is no 
eommon concern between me and thee, xoifon, Slc being 
undentood. 



ODE XXV. 

This is one of the odes which bears internal evidence of 
having been composed on some joyous occasion fin the lyre, 
and is very simikr to the Uwt. 
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ODE XXVI. 



Tfaii is Tory like ihe two pnGeding and Uuit HoUowiDg. 
Tbe woidf are fiaeljr choien, and run imootiilyi but aeme of 
the sentiments rather partake of the Yoluptuazy, or san- 
Buali«t 

When. cr<n»n*d with ivy I recline. 

Servius says that poets wore ivy crowns,— that eysqppeen 
beiqg consecrated to Bacchus; signifying that their oompoa- 
tions will last for eyer, — the eveigreen being a symbol oi 
immortality. 
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ODE XXVIII. 

Humid at Cytheria^t beam, 

6y^v» Ag K}i$^^nS' Humid^ otwetiUee CylhenaU. 

Wet at the eye of Vemu, A bright eyoalwayt looks m wetted. 
The muiace of wAter is so hti^t and shixung, that the lustre 
of the diamoiid is called the water by jewellen. Madame 
Dader adds to hutnidityy that such ejres are unoommonly 
vivid and full of finw 

Her peUthed neek: Avyt/yt^, marble; from Lygdos, a 
plaoe in the iile of Paras, celebialed for the finest marUe. 
Anactton seems to have taken mudi pains with this ode. 
The conclusion is remarkably happy. 
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ODE XXIX. 

€fgolA4inf^d jet first firm hkt hair. 

The cominentaton have been much divided on the colour 
of BeithyUtts*8 hair. It it here made gdld-Hng*d jet^ or what 
we understand by auburn: black towaidB the head, and 
towards the extremities gold colour, or yellowish. Respecting 
the disposition of the locks, or curls of the hair, every word 
is finely chosen in the original He does not say, make the 
curls lie, but or^cf, permit them to lie &s ^MXticif as they 
please, ocraxra ew^ttfj disposing them without a etiff re" 
gularity. Now for the lips : Aakw» o'lonni, speaking silently : 

Though silent, eloquently speakings 

At if the voice through them were breaking ; 

Divine persuasion there must Uve, 

Langeprierre observes that Mdeager calls his mistress The 

sweet Rose of persuasion^ 4'v goSov irtSovg. See the Antho- 

Icgia, 

Take this ApoUoj and him shew 

At Samosy j'C. 
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The poet could not give a higgler idea of the beauty, &c. 
of BatihyUus, than by calling the portrait a likeoeM of ^^pdUo, 
the handsomest of the Gk)ds, &c. 



ODE XXX. 

This ode is extremely ingenious, and a fine moral is hid 
amongst its florid ornaments ; which is, that when a beauty is 
truly amiable, she secures the lasting attachment of her 
admirer. 

^iffi^imift Dader says, Anacreon would inculcate, that 
beauty alone cannot long secure conquest n but when wit and 
beauty meet, it is impossible for a lover to disengage, him- 
seli: 
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• ODE XXXI. 

AlcnuBOHy and Orettet toOy 

Went mady and their own mothers mUw. 

AfuxeVouf 'O^iVriir, the white-footed Orestes. Akmaon^s 
father was slain by his mother's contrxTance : for that reason 
he put her to death. Orestes slew his mother Glytemnestra, 
to rerenge the death of his firtfaer Agamemnon, who, after the 
Trajan war, was murdered by her and her panunoor ^gisthus. 

Bow Iphitean, Iphitus, says Fawkes, was the son of 
Euryttts, king of (Edialia, and slain by Hercules, who earned 
offhisbow. • 

Thepcwerfid Ajax formerly 
Ran raving a* the roaring tea : 
He Hector'* t sword did madly wield^ 
Andfrown'd behind his seven-Jbld shield. 

Ajax went mad when the armour of Achilles was adjudged 
to Ulysses ; and taking a flock of sheep for Orecians, he slew 
them, and then himself. Hector's sword was given to Ajax 
in exchange of presents. 
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ODE XXXII. 

Whole wirings at Corinth nt you down^ 
Achaia*t city of renown. 

Ckninth ww fiunous for beautiful women* The chief 
oouztenuis of Gh^eeoe resided in thit cttY. 

Crete's cities^ ^c, Anacnon gays of Crete, &ratT iy<^fnsy 
tUuwiding in all things; probably alluding to its fertility 
and riches. Every historian and poet speaks of Crete m 
having numerous fleets, and bemg a pUice of great wealth ; of 
course containing every luxury. 

7%' amours o/Gades, ^c. 

Gadesj Cadizy or Calesy situated at the extremity of the 
European peninsula, is still called the Oadeanian Island, 
being nearly severed fiom the continent. Anacreon means, 
his amours reached over the known world. 
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ODE XXXIII. 

To Mempkit^ or the Niky you go. 

Moit oommentaton give liNig disBertatUms on the nugmtiooi 
of the swallow. That they go to aoathem climatifB early 
in autumn, is beyond a doubt. They aoscmMej or oongiegate, 
about ihe middle, or third or fourth week in September, choose 
their leaden, like other birds of passage, and disappear pre- 
▼ions to some stormy equinoctial nigjht. They return again 
eady in May. 

For strength Vve not to break from aU 
Th* amourt whi^ now my soul enthral. 

Barnes defends the verb '£x6o90-ai, to break from, wbidi 
some of the critics reject. 
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ODE XXXIV. 

Fly me not, — my tUver trettet 
SlMin no^— Mini nqit my earettes, 

Trestes, Thie andents lamented much the loss of their 
hair. It seems, ftlse braids, or fidse curis of human hair, 
were not then in use. 



ODE XXXV. 

The picture alluded to in this od6 is evideatly the story of 
the rape of Europa, so well told by Moichus, and as beauti- 
fully translated by Fawkes. It is said to be an allegory of 
Commerce bemg carried upon the sea by the Phoenicians, the 
most early navigators. 

A Boft Sidonianj j*c. Tyre and Sidon were then flourish- 
ing cities,- -now heaps of ruins, — shapeless masses, or arid 
wastes ! Scandaroon stands near the sdtes of tfaoae ancient 
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ODE XXXVI. 

The language in Uui ode rant jtry flmootUy; the senti- 
ments of the poet ate, that snpicne good arises only out of 
sensual enjoyments. Here — ^hOpes of happiness were bounded 
by the giaye. 



ODE XXXVII. 

Notwithstanding what is said by some of the oitioB, this is 
still a beaa t i fi il ode. The beginning is very soft and hafipy. 
Behold i ffte tea-waioei kitt Ihe ^ore. 

...... mBeiXiffa'fis 

The waves of the sea are smoothed into a cairn t 

Eyeiy letter, eveiy syllable, says Fawkes, is as liquid and 
tranquil as Uie calm the poet describes* Jhe ending of this 
ode is peculiarly happy in its allusions. 
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ODE XXXVIII. 

Ne ivy^mamUei ttaffl take. 
The lottie I my Mcqitre make. 

Amongst the andents, in thdr BMyhnrmTian dances, the 
leader bore a rod, or sceptre, or thyrsus. 

And imitate Silenut gay^ 
Forgetting that Vm old to-day. 

I am sure the picture drawn of Silenus, by ancient poets, 
(the fiwter-fiufaei of Bacchus) is not an alluring picture. 



ODE XXXIX. 

Moore says, this ode has all the spirit of our author. And 
so it has. 

The form of it, in the original, is a kind of song of seven 
quatrain stanzas, each beginning with 

'Or lyol; ie(w r\v oTvoy, 

But the first stanza has only three lines. 

m2 
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ODE XL. 

In this little ode, says en anonymoiu ftmale tianalator, it 
18 peculiarly difficult to preserve the wAveU which disdoguishei 
the father of lync poetry. 

It is beautifully translated by many authors. 

"OKwKoif xquroQpTiffituh 

Cupid says, 

I perUhy O mother! Iperithy and am dying. 

Amongst the rote^hudt I vat jprying : 
A little winged serpent lying 
In amibush, stung me painfiMy ;— 
T%e rustics caU the snake a bee* 

The boors, or labourers, might might call it a bee, if they 
pleased ; but Cupid^s pain and fright made him call it a snake, 
or winged seipent. 

• A commentator, disposed to moralize, may find matter 
enough in this charming trifle. 
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ODE XLI. 
To whom ihe Graces owe their bir^ 

Alluding to Bacchus. 

Madame Dacier supposes this to he the passage on which 
the opinion that the Oiaces were the daughters of Bacchus 
and Venus, was founded. 

The whole of this ode inculcates the doctrine of living at 
ease; taking life as it arises; attaching yourself to delights; 
and keeping at a distance the importonings and the soli- 
citudes of unreasonable cares. 

What gain you by solicitude 9 

literally ;— for what gain is it to you being tortured with 
? 



166 NOTES. 



ODE XLII. 

Moore remarks, and very jiudy, on this ode, that '^ the 
character of Anacreon is here very strikiiigly depicted. His 
love of social, harmonized pleasmfes, is expressed with a 
warmth, amiable and endearing.** 

Lift tranquillize, ^c. 

Meaning die ioflirenoe «f ihe fiik, whfle y<m are enjoying 
the plcasoreaof ftslivity } and, in company, moving graces 
fuUy to tike music of ilie Inle, &e. 

B/bv ^0-u^o> ^ipwfin : let »» lead a tranquU lye. 

As said above, the bard preferred tranquillity — the hap- 
piest ingredient to mortals. 
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ODE XLIII. 

The cicada^ by some rendered the GrMihopper, An 
anonymoHs female, who has beautifully translated many of 
Anacreon*s odes, says, ^' A fly (the cicctda)^ about an uich 
and a half long, remarkably light and shrill-voiced in pro- 
portion to its size, and well known in the ^uth of Europe.'* 

There is reason to think the Greek rerri^, the Roman 
ciecuhy was not exactly the English Grasshopper. 

M. Adanson, the naturalist, when sailing up the Niger, 
was delighted by the fine meadows, enlivened by grasshoppers 
of a beautiful green colour, variegated with lively red. The 
Greek writers universally place them on the branches of trees. 
This must arise from the difference of climate. Homer 
compares the hoarse chirp of this insect to the chat of old 
men on a tower. There is much contradiction as to its voice. 
Anacreon says, its nourishment is dew, that it has a musical 
voice, and is dear to the Muses and Apollo. 

Thee the Muses ever cfieer. 
Thee Apollo loves most deary 



Skiiful insect, earth-born guest. 
Harmony thrills in thy breast. 
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2o^/. From o-ofof is derived 0-0^19, which, as well m 
wt^dom^ signifies tkitt generally, hut particularly in music* 
•^Hutchifuon, 

This ode is very sonorous, yet soft withal, in the original, 

Freef^mpoinve understood, — 
Free art thou from Jlesh and blood* 
Thou art nearly like the gods, ^c. 

Homer represents the gods as free from blood.— J/laiJ, B. & 
Venus wounded. — See Pope^s elegant translation. 



ODE XLTV. 

But Love pursued my swift retreaty 
With lead hound round his little feet. 

IloSitf'xoir, Utile feet, 

Fawkes calls this a politely-imagined ode, and admires its 
eourtly turn. Madame Dacier calls it one of the finest and 
most gallant odes of antiquity. 



NOTES. 169 

ODE XLV. 

This ode is greatly pniaed by M. Le Fevie; aod Addison 
gives a beautiful transUtion of Le Fevre's Latin stanza, ex- 
piessiTe of bis rapture. 

His Letnnian firget did prepare, 

Lemnos was an island in the ^gean sea, sacred to Vulcan. 
When Jupiter threw Vulcan out of heayen, he fell upon this 
islnnd. ■ See, in Pope's Homer, B. 1. a fine translation of his 

&11. 

And dipped their point* in honey* t dew ; 
But Cupid added gall thereto. 

Horace calls it the nectar of Venus : 

oscula quiB Venus 
Quinta parte sui nectaris imbuit. — B. i. Ode IS. 
Jeffrey's tnmslation, as given by Fawkes : 
Lips, which Venus bathM for joy 
In her celestial dew. 

Mars groaning deep^ j[C» 

This indicates that the darts of Cupid cannot be touched 
with impunity. There is great delicacy in this. Moscfaus's 
first Idyllium is Tsqr happy on this subject. 
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Much is to be admired iiMtfais ode. Cupid, who may be 
said to be the god of mnwhiff as well as lore, plays his 
tricks finely. It is Ba/w, heavy, painful t here, take it again. 
No, says the tamiting god, I make you a present of it, &c. 
Here is ample room fan the commentator. 
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ODE XLVI. 

This fine ode is dassicaUy and ingenimisly translated by 
Elizabeth Carter, under the signature of EudoHa, Perhaps 
it is one of the best translations we have. 

For gold fraUrmdl lanit are looted. 
Through it no brother, &c. 

In Blackwa]l*s Introduction to the Classics, <^ Anacreon, 
speaking of money, says, that, * through it there is no 
longer any such thing as brethren or parents in the world.' 
When the love of money is the reig^g passion in a man, it 
banishes humanity, confounds right and distinction, and 
tramples upon the most sacred and endearing relations in 
nature.'* 

The admonitory poem of Phocylidet has some striking and 
suUimc passages respecting the inordioate love of gold. 
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ODE XLVII. 

His brow indeed with tnow it hung ; 
SHU, stiU in spirit he is young. 

Many panlleU to this couplet may be found. Some aie 
lefened to by AddiMn. The whole is felicitous, spirited, 
and truly charming, in the original. 



ODE XLVIII. 

AOTE yuoi Xu/7>]v 'Ofiitpou : Give me the lyre of Homer. 
According to the Arundelian Marbles, Homer flourished in 
the year before Christ 907. 

Bring me the cups, and I *U define 
The laws of drinking rosy wine. 

To choose a king of the feast, or master of the levels, was 
customary with the ancients. He regulated the size of the 
cups, and the quantity each person was to drink. He was ge- 
nerally chosen by the cast of a die. This fine ode has other 
titles, probably owing to the oversights of some tnuiscribers. 
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ODE XLIX. 

Design me cities^ *fniling,—gay, — 
Let mellow radiance o*er them play. 

Both Addison and Fawkes think Anacreon had in yiew, 
when he wrote this ode, the image of a dtj at peace, which 
Vulcan wrought upon the shield of Achilles. — Jliady B. 18. 

The learned have puzzled themselves about the musical 
instruments used in this ode. As observed before, in these 
Notes, the modems are not well acquainted with the ancient 
Grecian instruments. They had double flutes, as we have 
double flageolets ; Baxter says, alternatimJlafUes, Whatever 
they were, they responded alternately, it is to be presumed. 
In Dr. Patrick's Life of Terence, as quoted by Gilpin, there 
18 a short account of those flutes, and of some of the ancient 
musical instruments. Barnes seems to have had some idea of 
them. 

In Harwood's Antiquities, as quoted by Oilpin, are some 
ouious observations, and probably just ones, relative to the 
ancient modett or moodst in music. He says, there were four ; 
the Phrygian^ the Lydiaut the Z>oHc,| and the Ionic; to 
which some add the JEolic. The Phrygian mood was used 
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in reUgknu oenmonies of the Gredo, and it appears to have 
been the most vehement with which they were acquainted, 
raising to a pitch of madness those who heard it The Lydian 
was soft and phintiye; the Doric martial; the Ionic gay 
and cheerful; the iEolian simple. 
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ODE L. 

This compoatioii has ev«iy appearance of one of those 
hymns which were sung at the annirenaiy festiyal of the 
vintage. Moore fovours this idea ; and yery properly add^ 
^^ we cannot help feding a peculiar yeneration fox these reHcs 
of the rdigioB of antiquity." Other commentators make 
simjlar observations. Horace wrote two similar odes. See 
B. iL O. 19.>-B. iiL 0. 18. 

A draught unmix* d^ the purett wine^ 
PrimcBval offering of the vine. 

The original is very expressive. Madame Daci« thiAks^ 
the nepenthe of Homer was in the poet's mind*— OJ^m. 
B.iv. 
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ODE LI. 

This is one of the most beautiful odes which have de- 
scended from the andent world. It is an animated descrip* 
tion of a picture of Venus on a discus; and, rqiardless of 
Memishes, said to exist by some of the learned, the transktor 
thinks, with Moore, '' it is beautiful enough to be au- 
thentic." 

The beautiful Campaspe, Pliny informs us, was taken 
firom this model. Others say, Apelles took the iace and breast 
of Venus from Phryne, who sat to him. It is no uncommon 
thing for modem painters, in delineating Venus, to have two 
or three fbmale beauties to mt to diem. 

VeiVd by the surface of the tidett 
She, half.immert'dt tublknely glidet, 

" The picture here," says Moore, '^ has all the delicate 
character of the semi-reducta Venus, and is the sweetest 
emblem of what the poetry of passion ought to be ; glowing, 
but through a veil, and stealing upon the heart from con- 
oeafanent. Few of the ancients have attained this modesty 
of description, which is like the golden doud that hung over 
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Jupiter and Juno, impervious to every beam but that of 
fancy." 

Fair Venut, like a lily thining^ 

Atei^at>§Tou, &c. Shines through the cahn water. 

Soft, slyly laughingy sportive ride 
On dolphins which the waves divide^ 
Where^ raised the silver disk abovep 
A crooked hand ofJMiCs rove. 

Attrxcf;, disk, ot discus, was a piece of wood or metal, 
round, and of a flattish form, says Addison. The ancients 
used it in thdr exercises, in the same manner as we do 
coits. 



w 
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ODE LII. 

This IS a deKription of die vintage, when hymns and 
joyous songs resounded through the air, as do oompositions 
of gaiety and mirth in harvest-fields in modem times. 

The wine-^est, »iih the clusters bright^ 
Luxuriantly swells on the sight; 
The swahu alone the clmsters tread. 

In an ages of the world males only have heen allowed to 
tread in the wine-press. In cutting (pulling) and carrying 
the gn^es, both sexes are employed. Pr. Girdlestoner of 
erudite memory, recently deceased, says, '' at the Cape of 
Good Hope the Constantia wine used to be made according to 
this description : men and women carried them (the grapes) in 
baskets to the vessel, where a drde of men, shouting festive 
songs, danced, hand-in-hand, on the fruit* ; and as the juice 
was crushed out of the grapes, it was put into vats, to fbrment 
itself fine, before it was removed to those vessels which were 
afterwards to keep it from the external air. But of late years, 
it is said that screw-presses are substituted for this andent 
method." See, likewise, Sir Edward Berry's Observations 
»n the Wines of the Ancients. 

* The Languedodans, in France, do the same to this day. 



NOTES. 179 



ODE LIII. 

This is one of the finest odes of andquitj* Madame 
Dapier thinks, says Mr. Addison, this was originally a dia- 
logiue. It may have been so. According to Studas, Aristo- 
phanes used the expression, '' you have spoken roses.'* The 
ancients are lavish in their praises of the rose. 

The poets* and the Muses* Jlower, 
The fragrant crown qf Fiction's bower. 

The Greeks were muicfa attached to Ibeeostora^ crowning 
diemsdves with gailandS) while engaged in festivity* The 
martial bands under Xenophon, after having escaped maify 
dangers, in their retreat throng Asia, crosied the EuphiAtei 
near its source, after their march over the Carduohian 
mountains, having no flowers at hand, crwoned themselves 
with garlands of hay ; and, so decorated, spent their time in 
joy and fSeasting. 

The bard,JUrd wiih celestial JlamCt . 
jIt Bacchanals witt thee proclaim ; 
And grateful^ round ihe mirthfi^ hoardy 
Will tune to Hhee the golden chord. 
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Poets, in Greece, were often at festivals, and were aometimes 
dignified with the appellation of wisdom; were some- 
times called sages. 

Homer, Sappho, Ausonius, &c. of old ; Milton, Akenside, 
and others, modems, speak of the rose in rapturous strains* 

In age the rote^ e'er grateful^ pours 
The fragrance of its youthfid hours. 

The rose was used medicinally by the old physicians; and 
its leaves retain their delicious effluvia long after they are 
withered and dried. 

N«xp«i;, the dead, Venus, with raf»-oinloient, pzeserved 
Ae body of Hector. riip«;, images alluding to the agieeablB 
odour of the leaves, bng after they are acatterad and old. The 
ancients crowned the monuments of their ftieDdB with garlands 
of roses. 

Sprinkled the bush with nectar-wine, 
The thorny hushwi^i dew divine. 
Where, proudly pendent, roses sMne» 

The last word, above, was originally twine. Perhaps the 
substitute is no improvement. 
Bion says, the blood of Adonis gave birth to the rose. 



NOTES. 181 



ODE LIV. 

Here we have, to the very letter, the life of a joyous old 
nun,— Hin aocimte pictiue of our poet. 



Vduti deseripta tabeOa, vita senib 

Again, 

Attend, Cyheba, crown my hrow ; 
Bid wreathi of fragrant roses glow. 

KxiSn^Af Cybehoy seems to be a female name, familiar 
amongst the Greeks; pTObably ftam Cyhele. It sounds 
pleasingly on the ear. Gybeba appears to have been an at- 
tendant on this occasion. 

The rosy stream now let me kiss, 

The stream surcharg'd with sparkHng Idiss, 

Eiiphus says, *^ wine makes an old man dance, whether he 
will or not." Oalen prescribes wine '^ as an excellent me- 
didne for old men." Perhaps it may; but this. must be 
taken with some exceptions and limitations. 
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ODE LV. 



Their moHert* brand the eourters thow ; 
The Parthiant you dieHnctly know ; 
The gemm*d tiara on their headt 
A iparkUng^ tremlMng Uutre ehedi. 

The andoitB branded or muked tlieb hones with a hot 
Iron. TutpOj tiara^ is an omamo&t for the head, somethiog like 
the modem turban. The Partluane were oripnally Scythiana. 
In the Scythian tongue, Paitfiians mean fugiUvet, exUet* 
This we have fiom Justin* 



Here end the Odes of Anacreon, as given chiefly in 
Foulis's edition, printed at Ghagow, in 1783, and often used 
in the University, when Professor John Young presided in 
the Greek chair; the most d^gant and consummate Gredan 
of the last age. 

About nine or ten more odes, some of .them hymns, pro- 
perly speaking, are found in other editions, and a few of > 
them in the Vatican Manuscript, at Rome ; but as ihey are 
not in the edition sanctbned by Mr. John Young, of high 
classical cdebrity, I have not proceeded any further. 
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I am inclined to think, with Mr. Thomas Moore, we ought 
not to object to them (the hymns), because some of them are 
rather of a higher, or sublimer sweep, than we are accustomed 
to in Anacreon. But the Teian wing was capable of bold 
flights, as may easfly be inferred, if some of the compositions, 
indisputably Anacreon's, are deeply looked into. Time has 
only preserved a few relics of this baid, and we ought not to 
judge too limitedly of his powers. '' If we knew Horace,** 
says Moore, '^ but as a satirist, should we easily believe there 
could dwell such animation in his lyre ?" Suidas says, our 
poet wrote hymns. We can perceive in what an altered and 
imperfect state his works are at present, when we find a 
scholiast upon Horace citing an ode from the third book of 
Anacreon. Alas ! what have we left of Sappho, of Lesbos ? 
the warm, the impassioned Sappho ! We must therefore be 
content with what is remaining of the simple, the natural, the 
felicitous Anacreon. With some reserve, there is a charm in 
all he sings : the language cf the heart, and that of bene- 
volence and universal philanthropy, are entwined in every 
production, and throw a rich»^^ goideu mantle over hunan 
aberrations. 
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